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''Þ 9. Conſtamtine. 


1. Glrians, 'Or, the Court of 10. Oedipus, King of Thebes. 
5 1r. The Duke ot Gwe. 
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4 Alexander the Great. | | 12. The Maſſacre of Paris. 
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THE 


| hy ' Innocent Uſurper 


ACT TY SCENE I 


Enter Duke of Suffolk, Attendant. 


Suff. 'B E T the Sun's fruitful Rays abhor this Iſle, 


And ſmile ho more on this unfaithful Land 


acquaint our Lady that I want her. 
Pons 9 F | [To 4 Gent. who goes out, 


Why does ſhe ſleep, when all the World ſhould wake ? 


the Groans of dying Edward reach her ? 
ey oa deep Quarries - es force condoling Thunder, 


Eccho ble Vault of Heaven 
a ? o the Marble Cherubims, and Thrones ; 


Ad what Man has only power t0 wiſh him, 
A rand yr 


Entey Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


Dutch. What has alarm'd my Lord 
? Is Edward dead ? 


-rciful in Heaven forbid. 
A nn? this you that Blood 


Birth created ? 


x 
that you were _— and A mbitious ? 


To be born yating and Gs re in loath'd "+ H ! 


ty's firſt El: rid | 
Pi was Ul np wh her Mind | 


.\"Wyins al the ca of her Body) 
She: Vith _ Wit, Invention, more than Maa, 
| what he did was Wrong 

and unfiniſhd Wonder 

to the Immortal) 
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2: The Innocent Uſurper ; Or, 

* Suff;, Something of dread hangs heavy on my Soul , | 
Miſtruſt, or Conſcience,. name it -what you pleaſe, In 
That bodes Deſpair to our uncertain hopes | 
Frances! I will no further tempt my Fate ; 

Let's waſh our hands af this daſloyal Duke, 

And quit Northwnberland ; for he's a Traytor——- 

Laſt night I ſaw the Spirit of Katbermme.” | 

. Where ? In your dreams ? or in your ſhamelefs' fears ? 

If you have loſt the Courage of your Sex, 


" Behold, and bleſs the Spirit of wy Wife ; 


Who holds it nobley to diſpoſe of Crowns,. 
Like Godlike Roman Confuls, than to wear 
The Globe it ſelf ; therefore ſhe takes that Scepter, 


. By Right and Merit hers, and gives thy hier— 


And turn the Treaſon on the Traytor*s. head 


A 
Who has been praying by his Watch this hour, . 
- And ſuch another ſpace will ſurely end;him. 


Has Cranmer witneſs*d to the Confirmation 
Suff. He and the Counct, all have fign'd at ft ; 


' But only Hales ſtands out with Refolution ; . 


And that moſt Learn'd of Judges ſays *tis Treaſon. 
Dutch, The Prince in Power can only judge of thar, 


Here comes Northumberland ; the Inſtrument 
Is in his hand. O glorious, happy fight ! Neither 
The Silver Creſcent, nor the en 


Is half 8& ador'd an Enſign, as that Parchment. 
| Enter Northumberland. 


No more mean Scruples of igneble fears, x 
But goyn with us, and meet this Tide of Glory. 
Hei, thou true Succeſſor of Warwick's Fame ! 

North.. Are we alone ? the Court has liPoing Ears... 
And Knaves in ev*ry corner. 

Suff. What's the News ? 

Dutch, Great Spirit of Man ! Is Edward now no more ? 

North, He lives, nor cou'd he die till this was dane; 
This 1s his Paſsport, now to Heayn a? goes: 

Suff. Alas ! , 

North. What voice was that? We are one mind ? : 

Dutch. W hom left you with the King ? 

North. Cranmer., and Ridl 


Dutch, What, will he live fo $ 

Saff, ©-crudl Panther ! Lig 

North. He cannot. breathe a. quarter of that time... 
"The Woman that pretended to reſtore him, 


Baſt night. was turn'd away, and the; 
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Py "The Death of the 9/22 WY 


"5 Again were calPd ; who finding him  d 
' Stood mute, and gaz'd ke We Rt 
——_ _ _ and Eſtates in Flames, 

| cir Power come tion. 
goo wg hat muſt be done with A; 1 pt dies ? 3F + 

' North. That has been long debated of i in Council, 420] 

| And wiſely thought by all, that Edwards death | Th, 

Should be kept ſecret tor ſore time, and Letters 

| Sent to the Princeſs in her Brother's Name, 

Iaviting her to ſee him er he dies; 

Whom, when ſhe comes, we mean ſo to ſecure, 

That ſhe ſhall n&er have hopes to Reign in England. 
Dutch, Whom ſend you with theſe Orders * 

North, Valiant Suſſex. 
' Who has Commiſſion too, to head ſome F 

And lead *em with uy ſpecdily to Norfolk, 

To keep thoſe parts iy awe where now ſhe dwells. 
Suff. Wiſely int ded, but I doube the Perſon. 
Nofth, No Brave Deſign was ever done alone, 

| And in Vaſt Numbers all are to be fear'd. 
| Therefore, becauſe we doubt, muſt none be truſted ? 


Enter Pembrook. 
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by Lord, left you the King ? 
| Pemb. I came now from him ; 
Bat curit am 1 who am the firſt Informer. 
The King has left you, me, and all the World=——— h 
Alas ! he's dead. 
Dutch, Sweet Prince ! 
Pemb. Sweet Prince ! Sweet Saint ! 
| Sweet Angel ! more, nay Prince of Cherubims! 
North, All Tongues be filent yer of his departure, 
As is the Grave, or. mouth of Death it ſelf. 
' | Madam, find out the Queen in her Apartment ; 
Tall her ſo, but yet ſhe muſt not know it, 
| 'r likewiſe Edward's pane Tra —_ ſtunmang 3 
| A Banquet of ſuch Jo e pre | 
And wiſely ſery'd oth ſeveral Feaſts. [CExit Dutch. 
' |  Pemb. You miſt a fight wovu'd fix your admiration ; - 
For oh! to ſee this Miracle depart, 
1 [ye ſuch Inſtrution to Mankind, that all 
' | The Volumes of Diſciples, Chronicles of Martyrs 
Cord never el ; He liv'd like Age, 
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4. - The Innocent Uſarper ; Or, 
'' No Vice cou'd ever make Impreſſion there. 

Have you not ſeen - the Swan on 1/zs Stream, 

To dive her Downy Neck beneath the Flood, 

White k the Snow upon the tops :of Cedars ; 

Then lifting up her Iv'ry Crelt again, 

The Cryſtal Drops deſpairing ſide away, 
Leaving no track nor. watery ſtain behind ? 
Thus he in all his fierceſt Blooming Youth, 
Harder to Govern than a Raging Steed, 
And Hunting Pleaſures like the ruſhing Winds ; 
Yet then, oh, then, did he hold faſt the Reins, 
And in the midſt of Flames was never ſcorclyd. 

North. The King, my Lord, dy*d/ in the ſame reſolve ? 

Pemb. The laſt words that he ſpar'd from his Devotion, 
Were, that his Couſin Fane ſhou'd after him 
Be Queen. 

North, May ſhe Reign long, and dye at laſt like him. 

Pemb, If Spirits ſert from Heaven were ever doom'd 
To ſuffer Penance here in Mortal Bodies, 

Sure his was ſach; x 

For none but one acquainted with ſuch Joys. 
Cord part fo willingly with Life and Empire, 
And long to lay *em both as Burthens down ; 
So dy%d this Prince, beneath the ſtroak of Death, 
As lilent as the Lamb lies down to fleep; 

As Bloſſoms, when the Tree is ſhaken, fall ; 

Or tender Graſs before the Mower*s hand. 

North, My Lord, I doubt not, but the Cauſe has reach'd you, 
Wherefore the King hath Diſinherited | 
His Siſters, Mary and Elizabeth. | 
King Harry's Marriage with Prince 4rthuw%s Widdow ; 

The Mother of the firſt, was for that Reaſon, 
By all the Laws of England, diſannulPd ; 

Then Anna Bullen in Attainder dezad, 

By Parliament her Iſſue was Excladed ; 
Whereto, I think, your Lordſhip gave your Vote ? 

Pemb, 1 weil remember it ; *twas juſt when Age 
Had Priviledg?d me to fit among the Peers. | 

Aertb. There was another Motive yet more nrging ; 

The Princeſs Mary is a fierce, Bigot ; ng 
"Tis to be fear'd, if &ere ſhe wears the Crown, 

| This Reformation which King Harry planted, 

And Edward all his Reign with care increagd, 

She1I blaſt and turn to Ruine. in a. Day ;. | 
Then yours and mine, and' all our. choiceſt Mannors, | 
Like Limbs hack*d oft from great See of Rome, | 
Wil urn. to Animate onſter, Wo 
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Than ſhe, to gain the Empire of the World,. 
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The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 


And ſtrides o're us, as over half the World. 
Pemb. Theſe Accidents the young King wiſely weigh'd. 
North, There is a third, the like to be avoided ; 

Leſt Harry's Daughter ſhowd ſome Monarch Wed, 

Who, having of his own a larger Kingdom, 

Shov'd leave us to be Govern'd by fome Proxy, 

And make the Leſs depend upon the Greater. 

Pemb. How can we be aſſur'd this Queen will not, 

We have the like fear of_ SuffolPs Daughter. 

North, There you are come to tonch the String that will 

Soft Muhck yield, or jar in England's Ear. 

Now Pembrook hear, and Senſure like a Friend ; 

Believe with all the pitying Powers above, 

And purge this Ac of an Ambitious ſtain : 

For who's not ignorant, the mighty Dudly, 

Whoſe Rank is next the foremoſt in three Kingdoms, 

And Second to his Prince, Feard and Adord | 

By all, can add more Glory to his Name, 

Were it himſelf, by Bedding of a Queen, 

And be at beſt but Subjet to a Wife——— 


. The Queen has chogn a  Husband. 


Pemb., Whom intends ſhe - 4 
North, She is already Marry'd. 
Pemb, Ha ! 
North. Laſt Night took a Companion in her Boſorn, 
Diſclogd the Beauties of her Mind and Perſon, 
More worth than England's Crown ſhe carries with ?em. 
To my belt SON, my Lov'd, my Darling Guilford. 


Till he has raigd the Ladder of Vain Hopes, 
To ſach prodigious height, till it has noughrt 
Bnt Airy Clouds to reſt upon But hold, 
'Tis now the times Neceflity to flatter. 

Sir, you ſurprize me both with Joy and Wonder, 

At. your Son's ſtrange Promotion to a Crownw—— 
Thus I Congratulate your Hopes, and think 

None but ſo Fortunate and Wife a Man, 

As great Northumberland, cowd bring't to pals. 

North. Their Innocent Scenes of Love were actetl firſt; 
la our young Monarcirs Life-time, long before 
She was delign'd by Edward to Succeed, 

And, as a lucky Crime, without my Knowledge 
Were privately Contracted—— judge then you 
That know this Miracle of Innocence 3 

Sooner an Angel wou'd Blaſpheme in Heaven, . 


Pemb. Heavens! whither will this Man's Ambition hurl him 2 
Altde: 
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The Innocent ; Or, 
Gilford; tell me then, 

Is there a Man who for Religions Cauſe, 

To fix the Glory of his Houſe for ever, 

And :join two Lovers Hearts, made one before 

By mutual Vows, but wowd have done as I did ? * 

Pemb, The Miniſters above are on your fide, 

And pleagd to make your Freat Attempt ſucceſsful, 
Heav*ns ! have you not a Bolt in all your ſtore, 
Left yet to ram this Traytor to the Center ! 

Nay me, that knows all this to be the forging of 
His Brain, yet dare not tell him that he Lies. 

North, Haſte then, my Lord, you are our Hopes——haye you 

The ſuppos'd Letters of the King to Aary, 
And CounciPs Order of diſpatch * 
Pemb. 1 have ; 
But mine Cer this I hope ſhe has receiv'd, 
To give her Caution Fare you well, my Lord. 

North. Yet but a word. If Edwards Death ſhe chance 
To hear of, and ſo miſs to fall into our Snare ; 

By "my Command, unknown to all the: Council, 

Six of the talleſt, beſt appointed Ships, 
Are Cruiſing now about the Coalt of Tarmath, 
To intercept her Flight that _ 

Pemb. ?T was Bravely done, and Wiſely 
How Villany betrays it felt ! Farewell. 
Succeſs at home attend you, doubt not nune, [Exit Pemb. 

North, Belp new you Powers ! whether from Heaven or Hell ; 
Deſcend, aſcend, bring but a Crown, I care. not ; 

That from this Moment may grow up my Baſis, 

Whilſt ghus, having compleated all my  Labours, 

Like #Hercules I fix my Pillars 'here, | 

And by this Foot of ground .on which I tread, 

Hold and take ſeizen now of all the. reſt, 

Lighting my Torch at Tudoy's ſhort liv'd flame, 

Tul Dudlys Name ſhall blaze in Englan#s Crown, 

As long, and fear*d, as Proud Plantagenet's. 

Let none admire, that Thracian Maximm, 

A Peaſant, once attain'd the Roman Empire, 

Or that Opgothucles a Potter's $0 

With Armies Conquer'd the Cicihian State z _ | 
es, root up Towns, 


”"_ 


© Y 
WEE 


Since *W hirl-winds, Storms, and 
And watery Deluges have drown'd whale Countries ; 
But this to do withour the noiſe of Thunder, | 
Alone, and with the Fox's Tayl unarm?*d; | | 
The Fame of this is only due tO Dudiy-—-— | 
Bchold a* comes ! the Pledge of all my Wiſhes ! | 
"The Star of my Ambition ! for whoſe ſake 


4 The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
++ Pde wreſt the War out of the Gyants hand, 
And undertake a ſecond fight with Heaven. 


Enter Gilford. 


Gilf. What have I felt ! what Rariſling Delight ! 
What Mines of Pleaſure haſt thou found this Night ! 
What Myſteries of Love without a Name ! 

What quenching Cordials, and what killing Flame ! 
Soft like a Babe ſhe laid me in her Boſom;-- 
Whilſt all the night I revelPd in her Arms. 

In Dreams of Love, Pve done the like before, 
But always wak'd till now, cheated and poor. 

North, O Son of all my hopes ! my Darling Gilford | 

For whom thy Father feels within his Breaſt, 
What far exceeds the Love of Youth to Beauty. 
Gilf. My Lord, my Father ! 
The Parent of. my Life and of my Joys, 
The Shrine of all my Offerings, Prayers, and Thanks ! 
And God of my Obedience here on Earth ; 
O let me bend beneath your feet for ever. 
And kiſs the Sacred Ground your ſteps have bleſt. 


North. Riſe to my Arms, my Son, I do Command thee=——- 


What means my Grlford ? 
Gilf. O Sir, you Begot me. 
North, | did, my Boy; ſo did my Father me: 
And all Mankind came\ fo into the World. > 
ls that fo ſtrange ? 
.  Gilf. © Yes, when I have told 
| What Stars of Bleſſings ruP4 when I was Born, 
What laviſh Plannet Reign'd that Night, yowll ſay 
My Birth's a Miracle, my Life a wonder, 
North. Thy Vertues ſhine indeed like Prodigies. 
Gilf. Was ever Man before Conceivd like me ! 
© ſpeak, when firſt you won my Mother's Love, 
Had you not then the fierce defares of Jove ? 
Who got Alcides with ſuch vaſt Delight, 
He mask*d three Suns to make a treble Night 3 
And join'd three bright December Moons in one, 
To get ſo Lov'd, to make ſo Blelt a Son. 
North. Hoiv fares thy Lovely Bride ? my Beautcous Daughter ? 
Gilf. O there you dive into the precious Stream, 


- That purls through ev'iry Vein: about my 
The String that when with the: leaſt Breath you touch, 
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T Gilf. To ſee her, is the Bleſſing of the Eyes ; 
© But to lic by her panting fide, and hear 
The beatings of her heart, Love's ſofteſt 
To count the Balmy Sighs her Soul breathes our, 
And ſweeter Kiſſes dropping from her Li 
Are ſure the Pleaſures that th* Immortals feel, 
The Springs where Angels every thouſand years 
Fledge their caſt Wings, to make them young again. 
And now can you believe, if cver Father 
Did make a Son fo bleſt; if ever Son 
Had fo much _ wy - _ a Father ? 
- North. True, if thou knew'lſt the mighty things Pye done. 
Prepare with awe, and liſten to thy Father. | 
If this ſmall guſt of Paſſion ſhakes thy Frame; 
Son, 1 have News will root thee up with Joy—— 
Wou'd not thy Fane look lovely with a Crown ? 
Gilf. A Crown ! where ©&er ſhe goes ſhe is the Queen, 
And makes her Preſence ſtill the Court of Love, 
Cupids, like Subjects, waiting on her looks, 
Crowns in her Eyes, and Scepters in her Smiles, 
She, like the Golden World, in Bed did lic, 
Like Conquering AMAexander, I lay by ; 
And-what in Ages he cow'd ſcarce inthrall, 
Won'in a Night, and Crowr'd me King of all. 
North. Still have you no regard to my Requeſt ? 
Curb/your wild Joy, and liſten to my Story ; 
I lay it on you as my laſt Commands 
I ever muſt, or dare from hence pronounce. 
Gilf. Ha ! you have ſhock*d me, Sir, with ſomewhat which 
I fear to know. What igt ? Pall Attention. 
North. Young Edward's dead. 
Gilf. Alas, that Roſe of Kings! 
That Sacred Bud of Royalty, cer it 
Cou'd bloſſom into Man ! Say not, he's dead. 
Norto. Gilford, your pity ſpare, and hear me out. 
And/now you have indur'd the bitter Rind, | 
Prepare to taſte the luſcious Fruit that follows. 
&uf. Methought I heard a Father's voice again. 
Say, if hes dead, who muſt reſtoreour Joys * 
Why mourns the Kingdom then without a head ? 
Whom muſt I kneel to? whom muſt we obey ? 
North. There lives a Prince———to undeceive you, let 
This Poſture then in{tru& you who he is. 
Gilf. Why kneels my Father ! why you heap more wonders ? 
North, Why bends the Subje&t'to his lawful King ? | 
Pm in the preſence of my 
_Gilf, Ha! where? it fo, then 1 muſt cleave to Earth, 
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yi EDeath of the Lady Jane Gray 
What means my Father? ſay. I ſee no Prince 
No Perſon that I awe Obedience to , 
But you-——Heay*n ! what do you intend by this ! 
D'you rain down Miracles to diſtratt me quite ! 
Or do you this, to let me know that all 
Thoſe Joys 1 taſted bnt laſt night, were mortal? 
North, To rid your Soul of racking doubts for ever : 
Know that I kneel to you. F 
Gilf. All Heaywn forbid! _ _. 
Rivers no more ſhall pay the Ocean duty ; 
But ruſhing+back, ſhall mingle with their Source, 
And, like 2 Deluge, drown the Springs, from whence 
They flow agg { hall no more havg kindly Birth, 
But, Viper like, ſhall gnaw his Paſſage through the Wom 
Fer chis ſhal] be—— For ſuch ——— crime . 
Were the Rebellious Angels daſh'd from Heav*n. 
So baniſt-me for ever from your Breaſt, 
Damn'd with my Mother's Wrongs, and Father's Curſes, 
If &er I] ſuffer this. 
North, 1 bind you, on my Bleſſing, riſe. 
By Heaven's Decree, by Edward's Teſtament, 
And by theſe Letters Patents witneſs'd to 
By the whole Council, Officers of State, 
Sworn to by all in places of high Truſt . 
To ſee this deed perform'd, he has intaiPd 
The Crown upon his Couſin Jane for ever. 
Gulf, What ſaid you, Sir * 
Nortb, See, and defer your Wonder. [Shews him the Patent. 
Gilf, What Harmony ! What AngePs Voice is this ! 
What Divine Prophet*s reaching out a Cruiſe, 
Like him who did the Royal Shepherd Crown. 
I ſee, I read, Pm wrapt, aad in a Trance ——— 
O let me, Sir, be fure 1 am awake, that you 
Are not my Father*s Image, this a Viſion 
Tortures and Hell ! If this ſhow'd prove a Dream! 
Mow my Tongue trembles, Palſies ſhake my Limbs, 
And my Joints quiver with the dread of waking. 
O come no nearer; for methinks my Body, 
As are my hopes, is :inade of brittle Glaſs, 
And if you touch, you break the Bubble, - 
Nexth. Wreſtle no more with doubts, but haſte, my Son, 
Swift as an Angel from th Immortal Throne, 
fling a Beamy Garland in his hand 
Ta. wreath the Temples of the dying juſt, 
id be the firſt Salutes her with a Crown, 
As both her Merit's and her Beauty's due. = 
7 Gilf. O, Sir ! bear with my Frany but this ace, 
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| There is a load pulls back my mounting Wiſhes, | 
And ſtops the Tide of over-tiowing Joy 
Heavn 1s in Little Pi&vr*d 1n her Soul, 
More Virtues, than in all the Saints together ; 
Beauties and Graces ſhining in her Looks, 
As are enough YVadorn all Woman-kind, 
And Damn the Sex with Pride. 
North. W hat then, my Boy ? 
Gilf. If then this Angel, or this Goddeſs ſhou'd 
(Finding too little Charms in England's Crown, - 
And Gilfors Love) eſcape from theſe loatrd Arms, 
And claim her Scat amongſt the Cherubims ? | 
North. Run then, and fetter her in thy Embraces ; 
Bind her with Crowns, and Chain her with thy Love, - > 
Whilſt I in Council will declare your Marriage. 
Gilf. Ha ! think you Ple be flow in fearch of Heaven ; 
To run with Lightning is the Lover's|pace ; 
For my Delires have Wings enough to fly, 
Far as the Sun does vilit in a day 
But firſt Inſtruct me how I muſt approach her ? 
What Poſture has moſt dread, and moſt reſpect, 
Thar Jet me chuſe W hat diſtance I ſhall keep ? 
If I ſhall ſtand, tir, kneel, or proſtrate fall ? 
O Father teach me : 
For ſhe is now no longer Guilfor Ps Wife, 
But Queen Sound ye loud Choirsfters above, 
And join in Conſort, when I ſpeak her Title, 
With all the ſhouting World, that She is Queen. 
North, Fly, leſt ſome Rival Angel ſhould grow Jealous. 
| And dare to peep between her Curtains drawn, : 
} And tell the News before thee. 
| G:if. Then, in what fillables ſhall I accoſt her ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? what awful Hail pronounce ? 
| As ſhe's my Soveraign, Empreſs, or yet higher, 
Or in the Phraſe of: Love, and ſoft Detire ; 
Sw-eter than Hony dropping from the Comb, 
And loftier than the Stile of Antient Rome. 
L To talk to her, all Language is but poor, 
| I wow'd. have words that nere were faid before ; 
The Vote of Cherubims, welcome and kind, 
As Prophets in their Heavinly Viſions fin@ : 
| W hat the firſt Man in Paradiſe did found, 
b When firſt he Lov'd, and was with Beauty Crown'd 
iy With more than can be wiſh'd by greedy Life, : | 
20 Made Lord of all the World, and thena Wife. LExcunt Omnes. 


ACT. 


* The Jeath of the Lady Jane Gray. 
ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter Northumberland, and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, ſeverally. 


<, 


Dutch. He ſpiteful Stars have Blaſted our Deſigns, 

And ballanCd aur proud Hopes with dire Succeſs. 
The Royal Game has ſcap*d the Hunter's Net; Fo 34 
For Aary in her ſpeedy way to London, FJ-P, 
On what Intell1gence *us yet unknown, | Eo 


Has turd her courſe, and fled to Framinghann. FF} 

North, So let it be, our Wiſhes then are Crown'd, $* 1 
True Courages like Eagles ſoar on high, $3 
And tink not at the Lure of ſmall Mistortunes: I, 


*Tis well the flies, Cx/ar cov'd wiſh no more, 
Then ris the Victor*s part and ours to tollow. 


Enter Duke of Suffolk, haſtily. 


"uf. My Lord, I bring ill News. 
North. What ift my Lord ? 
Tell it before thou Dyeſt He's frighted, Madam 
Speak without Trembling Is the Tower Beſieg'd ? 
Did I faſpe&t my Son had fuch a Heart, 
140 riÞ his Boſome, tear the Craven thence ; 
Tac dig my own out, and with hands all Gore, 
\With Pythagorian Art, and God-like 'Skall, 
Plant there a Warlike Eagle's in its ftead. 

Suff. The Princeſs 1a y's fled to Frammgham 3 
Where Wharton, Aordant, Beddingfield, and others, 

Are with their Warlike Train of Fricads reſorted. 

North. Relate thy 111 News, 

Suff. Six of the Royal Fleet : L 
Have ſteer'd themſelves into the Port of Yarmouth, 
And there Revolted to Sir T»omas Jarningham. ; 

North. The Ships that were imploy?d to ſeize the Prynce 
And what*s all this to Souls reſolv'd like ours ? ; 
Ambition is but baſe, that dares not leap 
O're Mountains of Impoſlibilities, _ 

High above theſe, as Atlas to a Mole-hull; 

Was not the World of juſtling Atoms franvd ? 
No Muſick can beget an Harmony _. 

Without ſome diſcord, nor can Fate beſtow . 

. A Crown without ſome hazard to the Conquerour. 
The ſmootheſt Caſt at Bowls is ſeldom known, 


. Without a Rub to bring it to the mark, — 
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'©\ Suff. I fear we have deferr'd the Publiſhing © -, 
Of the King's Death too long, till it be found . 
A Cheat. | 
North. Now is the time Where is the Queen ? 
Dutch. She's juſt now up, and partcd from her Bed-Chamber—— \ 
Behold ſhe comes this way. j 
North. And-Gilford with her ? 1 [l 
Dutch. No. JOINT 
North. Soon as he-appears, withdraw and leave %em. 
My Lord, the Council waits, to whom wel now 
Relate the hidden News of Edwards Death ; 
Then with the King at Arms our ſelves will haſte, 
And, tho? the Furies gnaſh their Teeth and grin, - 
Through all the Ecchoing Streets Proclaim ter Queen, [Ex. Dukes. 


Enter Lady Jane, Attended. 


7a. Saw you my Lord ? Mind, liſten for his ſteps. 
So carly up, and yct {o long returning ? 
My Mother ! many a Morning Bleſt as this 
To me, and many a Night as was the laſt, 
Adorn your Lye, | 
Dutch, All Bleſſings on my Daughter——W hy that Bluſh ? 
And why (as tho? L-chid my Deareſt Cld) 
That ſuddain Palcneſs ? Do not mock thy Witlhes ; 
Ha ! why that Tear ? and why that Smile to hide it * 
Thy Face is Checquer'd o're with Joy. and Sadneſs, 
Like Rain and Sunſhine in an April Skye. 
Fa. Sure never Virgin was fo Bleſt as I, 
And never Bridal Arms fo Rich as theſe : 
The Roſe of Youth, the Majeſty of Kings; 
Mildneſs of Babes, and Fondnefs of aLover; 
Are all Angelically mixt in him, 
To make your-Daughter Happy ; yet there's ſomething, 
IL know not what, hangs like a Clowd betwixt, 
And will. not let my Heart bring forth 
_ Thoſe kindly Joys, - 
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2 The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
'*| * Dutch. It is, my Child, 5% © 
By the Appointment of his Majeſty, 
Ja. By his Appointment ! fay, Then is he well ? 
Dutci, 1 do not know. 
4 Ja; Hd! then I fear ®tis bad 
- For every one I ask tells me the ſame. 
* Docs his devouring Malady increaſe ? 
” Then Bane to all our Marriage-Sweets for ever. 
If he does languiſh, why ſhould we rejoyce ? 
Why ſhould our Hymer*s Torch fo proudty blaze; —-- 
When he, our brighteſt Sun, is in Eclipſe ? 
Why ſhow'd we laugh, and drink deep Draughts of Joy, 
When Edward Groans, and all the Nation Weeps? 
Dutch, Diſturb the quier of thy Breaſt no more, 
Thou ſhowdſt rejoyce to fee thy Mother glad. 
Her Floods of Sorrow, and her Tides of Bliſs, 
Arc Govern'd by the Stars of thy Succeſs. 
Wines of ſweet Reliſh may be drunk too falt, 
And what you are, ſhould not be told in haſte. 
Fa. Ha ! Gone! Was I but yeſterday ſo bleſt ! 
And now a Stranger to my Mother's Breaſt ! 
What is the cauſe, juſt Heav®n, ſhe ihuns my ſight? 
Has then a Wife ſo chang'd me in a Night 2 
What News is that, too great for me to bear ? 
And yet I dread it is too bad to hear 


But ſee a? comes, my Oracle of Love ! 
That will all Doubts trom this dear Heart remove; 
In whoſe ſweet Tongue's more Muſick, ſoft Deſire, 


Than in Apollo*s Voice, or Charming Lyre. 
Entey Gilford. 


Gilf. My Life ! My Sout ! My Angel, and my Love! 
Ja. Come to my Breaſt, thou faithlefs Wanderer, 
And liſten to the Language of my Heart. 
The Dove within my Boſom, left alone, 
Has pin'd, and coo'd, and made ſuch pitequs Moan ! 
And in its dolcful Cage no reft cou'd get 
'This long long hour, and all for thee its Mate. 
_ *Gillf. Ye Powers that ever felt a Lover”s Joy ! 
' * Why have ye made ſach Beauties to deltroy ! 
\ For oe are Arms to bind the Brave and Young, 
* "Nets for the Wiſe, and Fetters for the Strong. = 
bh bk ug pubrfery yer png err — 
= 4 \'S mer Roughneſs, . $ $, 
lg Where: thou been, earns. dear of Love! 
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CExit Dutch, 


Stragler ? Thy whole Sex. 
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Who having culPd the Sweets of ev*ry Flower, | 
Rifd their Wealth, and raviſyd all their” Store, | c 
Proud with their Conqueſt, leave the Plunder'd Bower 
To every Storin, and every Blaſt that blows ; 

Thus like the Violet, and the fragrant Roſe, 

Women Enjoy'd, you Baniſh, and Expoſe. FA 
Gilf. Atlas wou'd fink beneath this weight of Bliſs; | 

I die, I live, and all with evry kiſs ! | 
This Downy ſoftneſs, Snowy whute, excels 

| The Beanty that in yonder Heayen dwells. 

O ſhun me, fiy me, baniſh me—] tear 

Theſe Raprures are too exquiite to bear. 

Fa. I charm thee then, by our paſt Scenes of Love ! 
By all thoſe Sacred and Religious Rites 
UnravelPd to onr langutſhing Delights ! 

By the diſcloſing of that Gordian Knot, ' 

Which like the greedy Conqueror of the World, 

Thou in the Temple of theſe Arms unfolded ! 

If there be any thing within this Breaſt | 

Worth a kind thought O rid it then from Tortures, 

And tell me why this place of Blood and Death | 

Is choſen to be the Scat of tender Love ! | 

W here dreadfu! Cannons drown ſoft Lutes and Songs, 

And Bullets fly inſtead of Cupids Darts. 

But firſt, by all thoſe Tyes, again I charge thee, 

inform me of the Welfare of the King. 

If he be well, no matter where we are. 

Gilf, O then prepare'to hear the Joyful Wonder, 

Fit only for an Angers Voice'to tell, 

And thou to hear Ring Edward by his Wl! | 
Ja. What wav't you ſaid ?” his Will ! then is he dead ? | 
Gilf. As Winters Clay——hes dead ; but that's not all, 
7a, Not all! 

Is not that more than all the Plagues at once 

On England-—Dead ! O Heay*ns ! recall that word ; 

And Trumpet with an Angels Voice alond 

To all his Subjetts Ears, that now are deaf | 
With howlings, that he lives=————Say, docs he live ? | 

' _Gilf. In Heawn & does. 
7a. O Gilford ! can you ſay 

He's dead, and not relate it with a Tone 

SO mourntul, that wouv'd ſtrike with ſudden death 

The wretched hearers, | | 
Gilf, Ceaſe, thou profuſe and laviſh Mourner, ceaſe; | 

Dudley will elſe grow jealous of his Shade, (G4 

And wiſh to die to be lamented io; 2's Þ 

Tears are but waſted that are ſpent in Sorrow 
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The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
HKadſt thou a Stock word fill the Ocean up, "= ar 
[ bring fuch News wow'd drain *em all with Joy. 
Shake off thoſe Clouds that ſhade thy Summer*s Beams, 
And O ! put on, put on with all thy Smiles 
Thy Spring of Beauty ſtraight to welcome Glory. T Kneels, 
7a, What means, my Lord ? » 
Gilf. Start not ; for what th? Almighty is above, 
And Edward was on Earth, ev*n that you are. 
Fa, Ha ! quickly tell me what 15 that ? 
Gif. My Princels, and the Soveraign Queen of England, 
7a. *Riſe, riſe, and flatter thoſe that are Ambitions; 
Gilf. I dare not, for the Ocean's not fo wide, 
Nor diſtance up from Earth ro Heaven fo great, 
As this vaſt Space a Crown has made betwixt us. 
Ja. Now I have hopes again thou art not ſerious, 
That the King lives, and this is acted all 
Riſe to my Breait, and take thoſe fancy?d Crowns : 
Were here the Empire of the World, my Lord 
Should ſhare 1t. 
Gilf, Can you be fo Heav*nly laviſh! , 
Imagine then, thy Beauty's on a Throne, 
High as the Star, the Ruler of the Morn, 
From whence thon may*lt behold 
Joy ſpread its Wings o'er all the Raviſh'd Ifland, 
Auguſta with her Bells and Trumpets ſounding 
Jane, Brittain's Emprels, and the Ocean's Queen. 
7a. Haſte, and in few and plainer words explain you. 
Truly I bind you by that Sacred Truth aboyeom— 
I die to be deliver'd of this doubt, 
But fear the Knowledge will be worſe than Death, 
What am 1? Who are you ? And if the King 
Be dead (as all the Pow'rs or Life forbid) 
Who ſhow'd the Nation kncel to, but his Siſter ? 
Gilf. Your ſelf, 
- Ja. My ſelf! 
Gilf. Ask me not whom the People, : 
Bat whom the Heav?ns have choſen, whom the Kang 
On his Sick Bed, by\Patent, and by Wall, | 
Ordain'd ? And I multk anſwer, only you. 
7a. Ha! Me! Me Heav'ns ! —Yet, yet recant, my Gu#/ford; 


Say this is feign'd, and/pour not down at once | 
More Plagues than Earth has left in ſtore to curle us. 


Condemn not with thy once melodious Tongue 
Theſe Breaſts to Baniſhment, and further too 
Than Seas can part us, or than Death can do, | 
Gilf. What ſays my Jane! has ſhe not one kind look, 


\  Togive er! nor Gilford too ! 7 
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' "A Crown ! © Sacred and Immortal-ſound ! | 


er; Or, 
. 
, 


| | 
Heark, heark, they come, approaching with a Crown ? [Shouts with 


Does not the dazling Obje& fill thy Breaſt F 
With ſuch Ztherial Brightneſs, ſtrange Delight, 
As Edew's Goddels, when. her-Eyes were wpen'd, 
And faw the World her SubjeQs, all Obey her ! 
7a. Indeed ?tis not unlike, bpt has this difference, 


- She dreaded not the Poyſon ſhe had ſwallow?d ; 


This is Damnation, we too ſurely know, 
A Sin will Edge the Flaming Sword of Juſtice, 
To drive us from our Paradiſe of Love. 
Where is the Princeſs Mary ? Shes not Dead ? 
Gilf, But Diſinherited. 
Fa, It cannot be, *tis ſuch a horrid At 
That is not in the Power of Hell to do. 
Gilf. The King, who lett it you, 
Has cut off , both his Siſters from the Throne. | 
Ja. He durſt not, cou'd not=—Oh ! he was t00 g00d = 
"Twas in his Sleep, or elſe when cruel Pain | 
Had ſtole his Sences, that ſome Devil appear'd 
And if it be fo, guided his weak hand 
To give another*s Right, the Nation's Choice, 
And Heav?®ns Prerogative away« 
Far be the thoughts of ſuch a Guilt from; US—m_mmnnn—_ 
Gilford, 1 will not take the Crown. 
Gf, Ha t | 
Ja. Pardon this one denial of thy Jane, 
This only Diſobedience of thy 'Wife, 
And all the Meckneſs of a Tender Bride 
is thine hereafter, SH. 
Gilf. What ! not be a Queen ? $16 
Ja. Rouze, rouze my Gifford from this deadly ſlumber 
Start from this Lethargy of vile Ambition, j 
A fatal Viſion of deceitful Glory ; 
Leit it ſhowd prove with thee, like him who dreamt 
That he was mounted on a Precipice, 
And, finding it was real when he wak'd. 
Did 1n a Frenzy to the bottom fall, 
And daſhthis Bones to pieces. 
ON S -my Ang ! 
a, Come to theſe Arms, far ſafer 
Let us the noiſe of Courts, and —ontbredogaj : 
And heavier load of interrupting State. 
The little God will bend beneath the weight. 
RN yy Mer En 95 3h 0 | | 
fa. Word you this Empire leave, to Reign with Guil, 
This Lambent Crown, for ons of drofly Gol ! 
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Shall we this Heav*n forego, and Heav®n hereafter? / & 
To live and wear the hated Name of Tyraats ? | 
And die the death of Traitors ? 

Gilf. Ha ! 
Ja. Do you love me ? and do you prize my Love ? 
Gilf. O Heav*ns ! Why doubts my Soul ? 
Ja. Wow'd you indure to ſee this Body then 
(Which Heav'n and Earth, -all Vote te be thy Right) 
' Tora from thy Embraces, and before thy Face ; 
By theſe lov*d Trelles taſten'd to the Ground, 
This Boſom threater'd, and theſe Beauties mangPd ; 
Raviſh'd, and made the Luſtful Victor's Prize ? 
Gilf. Mothers would ſee their Infants with leſs Moans, 
Torn from their Breaſts, and daſht againſt the Flints. 
7a. O Gilford ! Thowſt Condemnd us both, to ſnatch 
The Crown and Afary*s Birth-Right from her Head ; 
Such Raviſhers are we. 

'  Giif, Forgive thy Husband. 

' Fa. I know thou wou'dit not 
Wad I my Sexes Appetite unbound, 
Let looſe the Raging Woman from her Temper, 
And ſeiz?d the Crown, thou wow'dſt have chid thy Jane, 
PulPd from my Head the Sacrilegious Plunder, 
And ſtreight reſtor?d the Royal Theft again. 

Cake Counſel of this Faithful Breaſt that loves thee, 
Reſolve no more to ſplit upon a Throne, 
Let's wear our Innocence, but not the Crown. 
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Enter Northumberland, Duke and Dutcoe/s of Suffolk, Officers of 
State, Lords, Ladies, Attendants and Guards. All kneel, 


North, Long live the Virtuous, Happy and Ador'd 
Jane Queen of England, France, and Ireland, bs 
7a. Kneel not to me, 1 charge you by thoſe Powers 
That firſt taught Children Duty to their Parents. 
On! here are fome this poſture not befts, 
Were [ the Queen of all the wealthy Glube; 
If Angels ſhowd deſcend and worſhip Men, 
it would not be to me fo ſtrange a light—— 
Riſe, or Pll grow thus one with Earth for ever, 
Why is all this to me ? 
North, Be pleas'd to wear th? Imperial Crown of England, 
The Sacred Relicks of moſt Pious Edward, 
At whoſe Commands, and by conſent of all, 
We beg you wou'd Adorn, and put *em on. 
| Suff. And make the Widdow'd Nation happy. 
. Ja. My Lords, whoſe Crown word you inveſt me with ? 


x8: The Innocent Uſurper ; Or, 
North, Deceagd King Edward's. 
Fa. And tell me, whoſe Eſtate d*you now enjoy ? 
North. My Fathers, Madam. / 
7a. Cow'd then this moſt deplor'd,. the beſt of Kings, 

Our Royal Maſter, Owner of that Crown, 

(Suppoſe the Will) have ſo much Power to be 

Unjuſt, and take your own Inheritance, 

By Law, and Right of Nature, only yours, 

And give it to a Stranger ? 
North. I think not. {acl : 
Fa. Yet you wou'd take his Crown, his Siſters Right, 

And make a Gift of it to me, theſe Kingdoms 

That are as juſtly now the Princeſs's Portion, 

As are your Father”s Lordſhips yours. 
North. Ha ! Gilford! 
Ja. I ſee yare fix'd with wonder at my words. 
North, Madam- 
7a. Illuſtrious Parents! Lords, and Country Men, 

Why mock you this Unroyal Head with Crowns ? 

This head\that was not made for Rule, 

But to Qbhey; for here's ay Lord ; 

To ſerve 1s all the ſc my Ambition. 

What me ! O Father ! Lords, and Councellors ! 

And all good Engliſh Men forbid-—O be not, 

Be not ſo raſh, as in the Fable, once 

The Woods and Trees, the Rebels of the Forreſt, 

That ſought Yele&t a Monarch of their own, 

And baſely choſe the Bramble for their King, 

Whilſt the tall Princely Cedar ſtaod neglected. 
Suff. O Child of Virtue! 
Dutch. Daughter ! 
North. Rebellious Boy ! Is this all real ! 
7a. Are you ſo ſoon forgetful of the Wounds, 

Whoſe Scars you carry freſh about you, like 

30 many gaping Witneſſes againſt you; 

When the Revengeful Honſe of Lancaſter, 

And that of York, did from your ſelves and Fathers, 

By Uſurpation drain a Sea of Blood ; 

When the white, Roſe 

Grew Crimſon with the Vitals of the Red, 

And the bold Red turn'd White with the vaſt Blood 

It loit——That I ſhow'd be th Agreſlor.! 

The hanging Meteor that ſhow'd bode your Ruines ! 

O take me rather, quench me from this Orb, | 

This Baſilisk, and lay me deep in Earth. | 
Dutch. Degenerate Girl! | | 
North, Furies and Death! Is this in earneſt, Madam: 


The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
Ja. O that theſe Drops were Tongues inſtead of Tears, ; *; 7 

And every word a Seraphim to charm you, | 
With all the Virtues, Graces, Worth of her 
That is your Queen; add too, divinely born, 
Daughter and Sitter to your two late Kings, 
Whom do the Savages in Deſarts chuſe 
To be their Head, but of the Lyon's Race ? 
And whom the Feather'd Songſters of the Air, 
But of the Royal Eagle's Brood ?—-Let not 
Birds and Brute Beaſts inſtruc your Loyalty. 
None but Mankind from ſmooth Succeſlion ſtrays : , 
But only Man, nor God, nor King obeys. 

North. My Lords, in low Submillion to the Queen, 

il this more ſhews her Noble Mind to Govern, 
Than juſt Excuſes to retuſe the Crown 
You know how dcep our hands are in, how cloſe 
Our Lives are wit! this Common Intereſt joynd. 


Conſult of this within, and in a Moment LExeunt Officers of State. 


I will expect your Reſolutions — Madam, 
By all your precious hopes, y*are loſt and ruin'd, 
Unleſs you mean to dally with the Crown. 
As your uncertain Sex deal all with Love, 
And the ſame Moment both refuſe and take it. 
Be ſuddain, for there's now no going back : 
Like Ceſar you have paſt the Rubicon ; 
Therefore reſalve like him, and take the Crown. 
Dutch. Say not th? art Conſcious pow of ſhedding Blood ; 


All we mult periſh if thou ceaſe to guard vs, bÞ . 


Already yare proclaim'd through all the Kingdom ; 
And by a Claim leſſer than Mary's, think you ! 
Was not my Mother, Harry's only Siſter ? 
And every drop of Blood of thine as Royal 

As the beſt vein from whence her Title ſtreams. 

North. Ha ! mute ! Gilford, where is thy boaſted Power ? 
Where's now thy Empire o'er her bending Mind ? 
Thy ſoft, thy obey'd, thy quick Commands to win her ? 
Thou ſpeechleſs too ! then we are all betray*d. 
"Tis fo, Madam, ware ſold, baſely and Cowardly, 
Whilſt Correſpondence with the Candidate 
Is held, in hopes that when my Life and all 
My wretched Sons are forfeited to Death, 
They ſhall he Heirs, and ſo of you, my Lord, 
Is it not ſo ? 

Gulf. O Jane ! 

Fa. Give me thy hand, Iets'fall thus low together. 
O Father! Mother ! far more priz?d than Life! 
And Parent of my Lord, as near my Heart ! 
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20 The Innocent Uſurper ; Or, 

/. By the Divine above, and Juſt on Earth ! 

' By this dear Pledge that you have given theſe Arms, 

To bind me to your Love thus faſt for ever, 

Your Safery is the only Charm that binds me, 

And Life the Sentence that Condemns me Guilty. 
Dutch, What's to be done ? the Storm cames on apace, 

And Mary like a Torrent from a Hill, 

Will quickly drive us hence, or pour upon us, 
Suff. There's now no hopes. 1n any thing but Flght——— | 

Let us ſecure our ſelves. | 
Dutch, Inglorious Wretch ! Shame of thy Mother's Blood * 
Suff. Say, what do you intend to do, my Lord ? 
North. Stay here like Titan, and devour my Race, 

To tear him, her, thee, and then my hated felt 

Yet Ill be gone =—but whither ? that's no matter. 

Behold me, O ! thou that wert once my Son! 

But now a Stranger to my Bowels——Fove hurPd 

Not Saturn from ſo proud a heighth as thou haſt me. 

I, who this Moment in my hand had Crowns, 

And Kingdoms with my Breath to grve away, 

Now am not worth this Spot, this Earth I tread on. 
Gilf. O cruel Jane! O molt Inhumane Virtue ! 

- North, Yet] will hve, and feed this Breaſt with Curſes, 

There is this Comfort too, I may run mad; 

Az worſt, but beg and ſtarve out Lite, as late)y 

A Noble Duke of the Zancaſtrian Line, 

Lhat u$d in Burgundy, by Horlemens lides 

10 run and crave an Alms=——and fo farewel. 
Gilf. My Father ! Lord! you muſt not, ſhall not ſtir. 

Fake. not your ſclf, take not your Bleſſing from vs. 

Eo, at your Feet the worſt Delinquent falls; 

Spurn this Hard-hearted and Rebellious Son; 

Spurn me to Atoms, hence you ſhall not go; 

For thus PILhold *em, chain *em with my Hands, 

Waſh *em with Tears, and.glew %em to ny Lipg— 

Take me along, your Son ſhall be your Shield; 

Vil plant my felt like Marble round your Heart, 

Save you from Want, and guard you from your Foes. | 
North. Looſe me Fond Nature will not let me hurt thee; 

The Father's in my Heart, and Mother's in my Eyes. 

Wit thou not let me go, to ſave my Life? 

ne. jee thy Father like a Traitor ſeiz'd,, 

Drawn on a Sledge, and mounted'on a Gibbet- 

Then by the common Executioner ; 

Of Rogues ard Thieves, theſe Bowels to be rippd; 

And this great Heart yet panting in his hand, - * 

Thrown. in the Flames, and burnt before thy Face. 
Gyf. Now by the Heavenly Pity jn her. Soul |. 


The Death of the Lady Jane Gray 
el not indure it See, ſheI] take the Crown, % 4 
And mount the Precipice of yonder Throne ; 
Were it as high, or Mortal to aſcend, 

As Atlas, Teneriff, or burning etna, 

I know my Jane wou'd Travel to the top, 

At my Requeſt; one of theſe Tears ſhow'd force her, —— 
Turn beſt of Fathers, turn ; behold, ſhe will, 'S 
I ſee it in her Soul ; her Lips are pregnant——— 

Now, now, they open ——-Heaynly Angel, ſay ? 

Let thy Tongue ſpeak the Language of thy Eyes, 


And fave my Father's Life. 
Ja. Heav*n knows, my Gilford, | 
How dear*s thy Love ! How Eloquent thy Tears ! 
And more, how near thy Father's Danger wracks me ; 
Yet this I muſt not yield to; All is none, 
To Vultures here, and Daggers in a Throne. 
Gilf. Ha ! Then Pl fearch amongſt the Stars, or dive 
To th? bottom, where this Mercilefs Virtue grows —— 
Farewel, O moſt Beloy'd ! And yet moſt Cruel ! 
Farewel to thoſe falſe Dreams of Crowns by Day, 
And Heavin by Night; Farewel to Love for ever. 
Perhaps when | am Dead, ſhe] take the Crown ;. 
Then of neceſlity, this way's the beſt, 
To ſave a Father's Lite, and be at reſt, [Offers to fall on bis Sword. 
Ja. Hold, hold, my Love-=—Give me this fatal Weapon, 
Where is this Throne ? Where is this Golden Wreath *?” 
This Magick Circle to Inchant my Brow ! 
Load me with Crowns, were it the Tripple Crown, 
To ſave your Lives, you ſhall then put it'on. 
North. Immortal Crowns reward your Soul for this. 
Gilf. Shout, ſhout aloud, till Angels catch the ſound, 
A:d Joy in Heav®n, that ſhe on Earth is Crown'd. Shouts. 
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' Scene draws, and diſcovers the Throne and Regalias : Re-enter Lords.. 


Ja. Is this the fatal Glory of Mankind '! 
The dazling Objedt that fo fires his Mind ! 
Curſt as in Mines thou art, dug up with pain, 
With Labour got, and Sorrow lolt again——— Z 
Methinks when I aſcend yon dreadful height, [Putting on the Crown, . 
Lam like one, who when a Storm's un fight, 
Climbs up ſome dangerous Cliff that hits the Skies, 
To view the Labouring Barks with weeping Eyes ;. 
How they againſt the raging Billows ſtrive, 
And wonders that the little Wretches live 
But ſtill forgets what ſlippery place he's on, 
How.ſafe they are, how near he is to drown. . 


22 M The Imorent Ukrper 3 Or, 
ACT II. SCENE L 


SCENE the Tower. 


Gardner ſolus, 


Gard. fv; Edward dead ! the Crown Intaild on Faye ! 
All looks like dreadful Truth: for late laſt night 

Suffolks proud Dutchets, and her Pageant Daughter, 

Enter*d theſe Walls with a profuſe Retinue. 

Omnipotence ! what meawit thou! fatal Ceſar ! 

Curſt be the Winds that drove thee on our Shore ; 

A Storm brought thee to us, and ever lince 

The Storms of War has lodg'd within our Bowels, 

And curlſt be the Foundaiion of iſe Walls ; 

When thou didit build this Cuile to maintain 

Thy ill got Empire, *ciras firit reard in Blood, 

And ſince with Blood of Princes often ſtain'd ; 

A Cittadel for this Rebeilious City, 

The Scene of Murders, 2laughter-Houſe of Kings ! 

And Court of Helliſh Plots Ha! yonder comes 

Northumberland like a Prodigious Meteor, 

That threatens Deſolation where it hovers, 

Dudley the Great, and Monarch of his Prince. 


Enter Northumberland with Attendance, ſeeing Gardner, offer: 
to paſs over the Stage. 


My Lord. | 
North. What ſays my Lord of Wincheſter ? 
Yare breathing in the freſhneſs of the Morning ? 
Gard, The King's poor Priſoners, Sir, are glad to take 
The Benefit of any little Air. 
Pve borrow*d of my Chains this precious Freedom, 
To learn what News; and if the King be dead, 
Pray of what Sickneſs dy*d he then, my Lord ? 
You can inform me. 
North. Why ask'you that of me? was I his Doctor ? 
Bekdes, that bold Phyſician that had dar®d 
Conſult with Gardner of his precious Health, 
Pd have him hang?'d, 
Gard. For giving good Advice., 
Come, come, look back, and turn your Eycs at home. 
*Tis not for me, my Lord, my Sacred Function, 
To arm this Breaſt with Kage $0 cope with yours. 


| 
| My 


The Death of the Lady Janc Gray. 


|My Innocence is the beſt phos HEY 
With Wrongs, and Ghoſtly Council all my Weapons. 
Heav*n, I fear, too ſoon will make it known, 

What fad Diſtemper has fo long afflicted . 

The King and Kingdoms, and th* Aggreſſors too. 
North. Prieſt, fare you well, if you begin to Preach. 
Gard. My Lord, I hear the Princeſs Mary's ſent for. 

Pray Heav*n you mean her kind. 

North, And dare you queſtion 

The King's moſt Royal dealing with ins Siſter --- 
Gard. No, did his Mercy rule without a Curb; 

But where Northumberland does Reign, I doubt it. 
North, You are a Traitor. 

Gard. Proud, bad Man ! tis falſe, 

Were both our Breaſts laid open to Mens view, 

This place had then been yours, aad I no Traytor. 

Remember that he had two Unkles once 

Oh wretched Land! forgive that Pm fo cruel 

To rip thy Wounds up with my Tongue afreſh 

Ia their Remembrance. 

North, Let thy own Boſom now 

Jadge betwixt thee and the Queen's Godlike Mercy. 

That thou the worſt of Traytors ſhould be ſpar'd 

To rail at Rebels Puniſhment. 

Gard. Waving the Scarlet Train of all thy other Murders, 

The leaſt of which has Guilt enough to dama thee; 

O think of Somerſet, that brave good Man ! 

The Faithful Guard and Patron of his Country, 

As well as the Protector of his Prince. 

That Cedar was too tall for thee proud Shrub ! 

And therefore Dudley held the Intant King, 

That elſe had not the Will, nor Strength enough 

To give the Blow, and made him with his Left 


Cus off his Dear Right Arm. 


North. Thou ly'lt, proud Prelate. | 
Gard. Diſpowerd humfelt by ty pernicious Council, 


At once of more than all his bleeding Realms 

Have left; of Somerſet, who while he liv'd, 

Stood like the Bulwark of his Breaſt and Kingdoms. | 
When this was done, *rwas dreaded what would follow ; 
Alas ! *twas fear'd, as now *tis come to pals, 

The Sickneſs of the King, and woful Death. 


North, Ha! Mt . 
Gard. Does it ſting you ? Duke, 1t 1$ ſuſpecte 


You deal with Knaves and Sorcerers, elle why 
Were the Phyſicians taken from the Patient, _ 
And an old Woman plac'd to give him Filters: 
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\ © © With wither'd Chaps, and Eyes like Baſilisks, 


24 The hmocent Ufurper ; Or, 


To fright the King, that, had ſhe not been Witch, 
Her looks had brib'd a Jury to Condemn her. 

North. Tho? all that can be utter'd from the mouth 
Of ſuch a Prieſt, is neither Truth, nor Scandal 
Yet thy vile Language I return upon thee, 

And like Infe&ion, it ſhall ſeize thee firlt, 
Pll cruſh thee to a Pedant once again, 
And in a Dungeon thou ſhalt howl for this. 

Gard, Tart baſe enough to do it; yet Pll urge thee——— 
Angels now waft the Spirit of the King : | 
And ſince he's dead, 

There lives a Princeſs will revenge this Wrong, 
When Injur'd Norfolk, Courtney, and my ſelf, 
Shall live to ſee thy head upon a Pole 

As high as yonder Tower. 

North, Where are the Guards ? 

Who gave this Traytor Freedom from his Chamber ? [Th the Guards, 
Dumb! Seize him ſtraight, and clap him faſt in Bolts, 
Shut him as cloſe as in his Tomb alive 
Go, Coffin him; it is the Queen's Command. 
That hour his head is ſeen without his Dungeon, 
Tour Villains lives ſhall pay for the Offence. 


Enter Pembrook. 


Pemb, How's this, my Lord ! what, executing Rigour ! 

Now when the Nation is all over Gladneſs ? 

So near the Preſence of that Royal Bride ! 

Whoſe Sight, like Heav?n, ſhou'd make this Priſon Doors 

Fly from their Hinges, and releaſe their Charge 

Let go your Priſoncr haſte, my Lord, to Suffolk, 

Where Mary does increaſe in Power and Strength, 

Poit-Horſes wait, to bring you there to Night ; 

Mean while the Queen ſhall be the Nation's Charge. | 
North. Farewell, my Lord ; commend me to our Miſtreſs, 

Tell her, her Soldier fhall return with Lawrels— 

Why ſhout you not! why ſay you not, Amen ? 

Methinks yare all ſtruck dumb—-$o when I left | 

The Queen, with Orders in my hand, ye all ſtood mute, | 

Oaly the ſhapes of Men without a Voice : | 

Ye bow*d your heads indeed, but not one cry'd 

God ſpeed the Duke——No matter, Friends farewell ; 

# Omens ſpite Northumberland ſhall on, 

And on this Sword bring ViRtory to the Town. 


LExeunt North. and bis Followers. 
Perab. My Lord, pray read theſe Letters to the Council, 


-» 's - , A ” 
; q by & 


The Death of the Lady Janc Guay. 
I mean our True and Lawful Princeſs Mary. 

Pemb, W hat does ſhe ſay ? 

Gard She writes 1n the moſt gentile ſtile of Love, 
And mild Perſwaſion to the Lords in Council, 
If they*ll forſake this Idol, and return 
To Her, their True Undoubted Soveraign, 


She does pronounce a Free and General Pardon, 

With an Oblivion of all Crimes to;All,  __ __ 
(Northumberland and the Uſurpers only | 
Excepted) Heavn inſpire the Altars of your Breaſts, 


And kindle there your long extinguiſh'd Duties ; 
Then wov'd I bleſs this hand of Providence, 
And th? Angel that did guide it. 

Pemb, As you wiſh 
So is it come to pals. 

Gard. Are you in carneſt ! 
\Why did you let Northumberland depart 
To Head an Army ? 

Pemb., *Tis of no ſtrength, my Lord, 
Beſides uncertain ; for his chiefeſt hopes 
Are in the Succours we ingag?d to ſend him, 
Which w? have Disbanded e&re they cow'd be rais'd. 
This Trayterous Duke, &re fince the Good King's Death, 
Confind us Priſoners here, as cloſe as you, 
None ſuffer'd to ſtir out by day, at night 
Fac Reys, by Order, brought into the Chamber 
Ot this Mock-Queen. 

Gard, | icarce can gueſs his meaning. 

Pemb, I have Inſenc'd the Lords, beſides the Sin, 
How hard it 1s to tug againſt the Stream 
Of Royal Right ; that ere theſe Letters came, 

All foon reſolving to forfake th? Uſurper ; 
This Morning one by one releasd themſelves, 
And fled to Baynard's Caitle to Conſult, 
Where we have drawn the City to our Party ; 
Who, for Attonement of their Fault, intend 
Straight to Proclaim the Royal Heireſs. 

Gard. Moſt Noble, Lord ! yave done a double Right, 
Reſtor'd the Kingdoms, ſtench'd the Nation's Blood, 
And fate the Crown upon a Lawful Head. 

Pemb. My Lord, this day Creates your Laberty, 
To Morrow's high, and Bleſt Meridian Sun, 

Sees not himſelf upon a Throne fa Bright, 


As you ſha!l ſhine in Royal Mary's Favour, 
Guide of the Realm, and Plannet of the Church, 


0 Jane! Thwart on the brink he 2 


n 


Gard. Ha ! This is from the Queen ! Pray pardon me } >! +, 


— 


+ 15 a ” KY" 4s : 
—— y "© LY —_ IE I - a 
* ay 25.0 nn, 
% * . _ 4 \ n Pu 


_—_— 


IE» 


—_ — -- ws - 


fgets 


7 4 IA i494 4 A + + = 


oe be} 
, 5 
nog. 
het 


COS eo o ” > 4 & I hs = 
FRY a apts wh ©x\ 4 ”#. +2 —"x #7?  * "a 3 
x + %* w>; F & LS ww om a ; * » 4 wn, "ht : -- 
, IR _ p 54 2E) - R 488 w_ 4 "i » = 
a yt T Y F Ry - oe " 
q & Ws © p ” - ___ L in Fa 4 S 
x » - [2 , 


"ET l v4 A i" * 


PIn 3 
- ty , oF; 
_—_ oy a I 
ye es +» ©& = "_ 4 . ; : » 4 - bs - # Sine © 
3 fy - = WEE (4 7 4, 7 Fu F; T 5 bo £8» "Tits O = 
. Ps w 7” awe” Mts a £ 7% . = £ 
g "1 we | x 


— TT OD I 
Ways. LT 3 WW £ 


tos ee 


—— 


v 


(+ FT; Back to your Chains, and I to ſet you free. 


- "Chat, comes to Tempt me to another fall. . 


-* Zhe Fuuocent Uſurper ; Or, 
Behold ſhe comes— How unconcern'd ſhe treads, 
The narrow Plank that's o're the boiſterous Strand, 


| 


Crowns on her Head, but Seas on either hand, [Exeunt Gard. and Pcmb, 4 


Enter Jane;- Women, and Attendants. 


Fa. In vain, alas ! are Tears to purge this ſtain, 
When theſe I hold, and ſtill the Cauſe retain ; 
For ere my words can reach th? Almighty*s Ear, 
Thunder from high grows lowder than my Prayer. 
Methoughts the Diamond Bolts of Heav*n were barr'd, 
And ſtraight the noiſe of falling Crowns I hear'd ; 
Which did, like Stars, in broken pieces fly, 
And ſcatter*d o're the Cryſtal Pavement ly ; 
Whilſt Angels thus alond Proclainvd, ſhe Dies, 
When Virtue Slave to tempting Glory lies, 
"Tis juſt it fall Ambitions Sacrifice. | 

[Sits down, and takes Piiitf 

O Plato ! Thov, that when the World was Night, 
Taught Heathens how to ſee, and us the Light; | 
Whoſe Mouth, the longing Bees did make their Hive, 
A true Preſage thy Lips ſhou'd Honey give. 
What ſay*{t thou now, to eaſe my troubled Breaſt ? 
Whats this * A Tyrant is the greateſt Plague 
Toe Gods can ferrd to Men 
Ha ! Tyrant ! Ay, that Guilt ſhall be thy Fame, 
And Plato brands thee with that hated Name 


| 


LLays down the Book, and falls on 


retci me the Robes, the Adornments of your King, 
And all the Pomp of the Ambitious bring, 1 

Crowns, Scepters, Globes, till they an Hill ſhall be. 
And underneath the Lumber bury me ; 

A.-proper Grave for ſuch, who vainly try, 

With waxen Wings to mount the Angry Skye. 


Entey Gilford. 
Gilf. O you Bleſt Powers ! What Prodigy 1s this ? 


is this the day ? Are theſe my Eyes, juſt Heaven ! 
What Seeds of Miracles has ſown this Wonder ! 


My Queen beneath the Throne, upon the Floor ! [4 


Lift up thy Head moſt Bleſt of Humane Race ! 

In Tears too ! O thou Britain's Riſing Sun / 

Thus does thy Rival to the Weſt return, 

And leaves the. World in blackeſt Shades to mourn: | 
Ja. O thou dear Man? Thou ſoft; thou pretious Ruine / 


D , 
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When 


When thou art abſent, frightful Viſions haunt me, | +. 
England's ſad Race of Monarchs, ſome DepoYgd, 
Some Slain with Daggers ſticking in their Botoms, 
And others Baniſht, glaring in their Shronds, 
All threatning me as Author of their Woes ; 
That Death I ſeek to rid me of the Pain, 
But when thou con'lt, I wiſh to live again. 
Gilf. Immortals ! 1s it poſſible ! Nor. Crowns, 
Nor Empire, State,- nor-Luft- of Gawdy Power, --- 
Can tempt thee from thy Adamantine Bounds ; 
But mult like Stars,be Foyls, when Cynthia ſhines, 
And like Day-tires, be buried in Eclipſe, 
Before this Heavn of Virtue, Sun of Brightneſs. 
7a, Doit thou not feel me tremble ? my frighted Soul, 
By ſtarts, leaps from my Boſom to my Eyes, 
Misjudging ev-ry Object that ir ſees, 
And thinks they come from Heav*n to give me Doom. 
Gilf, For what ? 
74. For Sin, for Uſurpation. ' 
O Gilford, claſp me, fave me in thy Arms, 
Support my burthen'd Spirits, ſinking Head, 
Weghd down with Crowns, and loaded with Ambition. 
Lets fiy my Love, from this tempeſtuous State, 
Dcſcend betimes from this diſturb'd high Mountain, 
Guarded with Terrours, and with Crowds Beſieg'd, 
Fre Lite gets on the Wing, and Love forſakes 
His troubPd Neſt, to build in Heav?as fate Shades. 
In Shepherds Clothes, let thee and I repair, 
To ſome lone Vale, like Tempe's Golden Bowers, 
To Love away the Day, and Charm the tedious Hours. 
Gilf. *Tis but a Night, my Soul ! my Happineſs ! 
This Viſion of a Crown has laſted me, 
And thoa haſt made me weary of*t already. 
Do all, when they've injoy*d this Golden Dream, 
S0 ſoon Repent ? 
Ja. Uſurpers like our ſelves. 
Alone we ſhall be Plagu'd with Ghoſtly Storms, 
Conjurd by this our Guilt ; amid{t our Guards 
Be moſt in fear ; at Meals we nere ſhall cat, 
Without a Weapon hanging by a Hair, 
And pointed o're our Heads ; and every Night 
Our Dreams ſhall forge Revenging Thunderbolts, 
Or elſe, like Brutus, in our cloſeſt Studies, 
We ſhall have Murther'd Ceſar ever in our eyes ; 
And when, at laſt, ware frighted into Frenzy, 
'd of Crowns, Ambition ſtill will haunt us ; 
| wretched, as we ſhall be, _ of Reigning, 


The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 27 


The Innocent Uſurper , Or, 


And a& the Tyrant ſtill, altho? it be 
Like mad Men in an Hoſpital O pity*d State / 
Gilf. Ha ! canſt thou think thy Gilford ſuch a Monſter ? | 
O give me way, yet nearer to thy Soul, 
Open thy Boſom, and let in this Criminal, 
The Shrine, the Sanctuary for all my Fears. 
Had I uſurp'd the Univerſal Rule, 
Hunted its Kings like Droves about the World, 
Caſt all their Crowns m one upon this Head, 
And, till it reacld the Sky, piPd Throne on Throne, 
For all my Crimes thy Virtues can Attone. 
W here ſhall we turn to reſt ? for here we walk 
On burning Scepters, and on glowing Crowns, 
Whilſt threatning Clouds are Marching o'er our heads 
To pour like Spouts upon Us. 
Ja. Let us in ſome diſguiſe eſcape this night, 
And throw our ſelves at Royal Mary's Feet ; 
Then quit for ever this infected Throne ; 
No more deluded be by Glory's Charms, 
Well find the World 1n one anothers Arms  FButh riſe 
Our Portion ſhall the boundleſs Empire be | 
Of txue Love, Innocence and Liberty ; 
For here we are 
Shut like the Patriarch in the Ark alone, 
View all the Waters, and the World our own, 
Burt yet, alas ! Impriſon'd in a Throne. | 
[Going out, meets Duke and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 
Suff. What now ! Is this like England's Majeſty ! | 
Again in ſadneſs ! hunting doleful Corners ! 
Who have the vall, luxurious Globe to rove in. 
Without your Guards |. ſhut from your longing Subjects, | 
W ho, baniſtd from your Chambers, make ſuch moan, | 
As Birds lament the abſence of the Sun. | 
Dutch, Ingrateful Daughter ! more Inhuman Gilford ! | 
Wing'd with my Royal Right, taſt pitch'd upon 
The higheſt and moſt envy*d Throne in Europe, 
And brought into Poſſeſſion of thoſe Charms, 
With whoſe injoyment, tho? inrictd with Crowns, 
Thou art not ſatisfy*d Shame of great Dudley*s Blood / 
Ja. O Mother / | | 
Gilf. Beſt of Mothers ! Parent of my Love ! 
Dutch. Did I for thee refuſe my Claim of Empire ! 
And, leſt the dazling Crown ſhould tempt my Mind, | 
Put out the darling light of my Ambition, | 
That thou ſhoulWit ſhine the brighter. | 
Ja. Father ! 


Thz Death of the Lady Jane Gray 


Dutch. Unnatural Off-ſpring of my Blood 
O ſhut thy Ears againſt the Crocodil. 
For a few cunning Tears by Gilford ſhed, 
Which he but feignd to ſave his Father's life, 
She did not fcruple then t Uſurp the Throne, 
Which now her Conſcience will not let her keep 
To fave both ours——-O that thou wert again 
An Infant, ſucking at thy Nurſes Breaſt, 
And I forewarr'd thou woul&ſt have-prov'd fo mean, 
I wou'd have fnatch'd thee ſprawling, from the Nipple, 
And ſtamp'd thy Brains out, thus, againſt the Stones. 
Ja. How wretched is my State! I either muſt 
My Virtue lofe, or Duty to my Parents ; 
Yet witneſs all you Angels, and my Mother; 
Since either you or I muſt be a Queen, 
That one of us mult be the loattd Uſurper, 
Pm glad the Fate has light upon this Brow ; 
For I had rather bear the Guilt than you. 
./ Dutch, Do, weep, that I may ſcorn thee. 
By Heav*n therc*s not a Tear ſhed for ſo baſe 
A Cauſe, but draws an angry Curſe upon thee. 
7a. O cruel Mother ! 
Why threatens that belov*d harmonious Voice, 
Like ſofteſt Strings that jar when out of Tune : 
That Tongue was made for Bleſlings, not for Curſes. 
* If you will curſe, O curſe us from your Preſence, 
Curſe us beyond the Sun's forſaken Bed, 
Where well be baniſh'd, curſe us when ware dead. 
Gilf. With Heav'n conſent, that we may ſtreight lay down 
This Atlas Load, this weight of Royalty 
This living Grave of Mountains over our heads, 
And fly to Mary Heav*ns Annointed Queen, 
To purge this Guilt, and ſave my Father's Blood ; 
For here are all th* Almighty*s Plagues at once. 
Dutch, Dull Monſter ! Idiot ! Thouſand Fools 1n one / 
Gilf. We lie on Pillows ſtuff*d with Adders ſtings, 
And never eat without the dread of Poyſons 
Nor wear the Crown, for fear in putting off, 
Like Centaurs Blood, it tear the Fleſh away. 
No Peace by Day, nor Sleep at Night we find, 
For Uſurpation ever in our mind. | 
No place to reſt, for when we wow'd lie down 
A Guard of Ghoſts with Spears ſurround the Throne, 
O ſet us ſtreight from: this Inchantment free, 
For they in Hell are more at caſe than we. : | 
Dutch. What Guilt! what Centaurs Blood ſhould fright a Queen !. 
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Give me the Crow behold it on your Mother 3; 

It fits oa me more lizht than if it were CPuts gn the Cromn, 

A Garland of ſoft Roſes on my Head. 

I feel no Poyſon 1n't, nor Magick Charm, 

Unleſs it be its Gems that ſhine to me 

Bright as the Eyes of wanton Goddelles, 

Or Heavns blew Frame with Studs of Stars adorn'd, 

And 1 dare lit me down m1 Edward's Chair, 

Without the dread of Royal Ghoſts to fright me, 

| feel no Adders ſtings,” bus ?tis as ſoft 

To me as thoſe that lcan on Virgins Boſoms. 

Showd Harry's Corps, aud Richmond's Shade, with all 

The Tudors, Grim Plantagenets ſurround me, 
urſt from their Marble ] 'ombs, and gaping Urns, 

\Vith Scutcheons, Murrions, Gantlets, Corllets, arn'd 
-1t make the Living fear'd, and Dead more awetul 4 
ho? Hell too joyn, and both conſpire my fall, 

Pd keep this Place, and Reign in ſpight of all. 


[ | 
”- 
2» 
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Enter Pembrook, Gardner with the Great Seal, as Chancel! 
the reſt of the Lords, Guards. 


Suff. Ha |! 
Dutch. Gardner with the Seal ! the Riddle Pembrock ! 
Ja. What mcan you by this Ceremonious ſilence ? 
Bring you more guilty Growns to load me with ? 
More Serpents in a Wreath to plague this Brow, 
Till *tis a Gorgon's, or Meduſa's head, 
To fright my "Parents with their Monſtrous Birth ? 
Why is this Prologue of your down-caſt looks ? 
Pemb. O Star! O Brightneſs! Setting Sun of Virtue ! | 
Ja. What can this mean, but ſome new horrid Guilt !. 
What Maſlacre have I commanded, ſay ? | 
What Murders has this Cruel Hand proſcrib'd ? 
Pronounce the Fact, and then the ditmal Sentence : | 
Thele dreadful Signs are worle than any Death. 2 
Suff. Say, Pembrook, | 
Dutch, Speak, my Lord. 
Pemsi. VWhuſtrious Princeſs ! Star of Heav*nly Virtne ! 
O Woman, born to be the Miracle 
Of Fate, as well as wonder of thy Sex ! 
W hat can this Poſture mean? this ſilent moan ? 
But {ignifie you muſt deſcend the Throne, 
Gulf, Ha ! 
Ja. Say*t again. 
Pemb, You are no longer Queeg,. 


ws, 


The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
7a. Yet, yet once more, 'T$L | | 
Dutch, Treacherous Impoſtor ! Traytor Pembrovt / 
Suff. My Lords— 
Pemb. And yet to us the ſatisfation 
Is-not more great to plant it yhere ?tis due, 
Than are our Griets to take the Crown from you. 
Suff. O Fane ! we have undone thee. 
74." O proceed. 
Pemb, "The Council in Remorſe, not hate to You, 
At Baynar@s Caltle frit did vote you-down, -- --.. 
With whom vaſt numbers of the City joyn'd, 
And all Proclain”d King Harry's Daughter Queen. 
Ja. Am I no longer Queen, fay you ? © joy ! 
Is this the News your dreadtul Aſpects threaten'd ? 
Now pitying Heav*n has heard my Prayers at laſt. 
O Parents! Husband ! You, my Lords, rejoyce, 
And let theſe Tidings kindle in your Faces 
Infetions Joy z for mine is full of Raptures. 
Shout all you Hoſt of Angels, ſhout Mankind, 
My loaded Temples Fil with Pomp unbind. 
O Parents, Husband, Kindred, Friends, what mean 
The Current of thete Tears, and heavier Looks ? 
Sff. O Child, molt bleſt that ever Parent got ! 
Thy Virtne makes my Blood in ery Vein 
(\Vhich ought to prove a Mirror to my Daughter) 
Bluſh to behold the Cryſtal Stream of thine 
To run {o pure from ſuch a muddy Fountain. 
Why doſt not joyn with Heaven to curſe this moſt 
Inhumane Father, and this Panther Mother ? 
Ja. Grieve you to ſee me lighted of a Crown ! 
You ſhow'd have wept when [ frlt put it on. 
Now my head's cagd, my Conſcience freed from pain, 
I tread on Air, and Pm my ſelf again. 
Pemb. Can yov this turn of Fate fo bravely bear ? 
Ja. I can, and put it off as a Dilcaſe,' 
As I would take a Garland ob May Flowers, 
And throw it from me when the ſcent is gone. 
Pemb. And can you too, forgive this Revolution ? [ To Gilf. 
Gilf. Forgive you ! yes, you have fo nobly done, 
Angels ſhall envy you the glorious deed. 
7a. Forgive you ! Gilford, let us kncel and bleſs *em. . 
happy Aary ! bleſt in ſuch a Counct / 
And Pembrook, none fo brave——you all ſhall ſhine 
Chief Council to th? immortal Throne for this, 
All Earth rejoyce, and ev*ry living;thing 
Of Zanes depoſing joyful Tunes ſhall fing. 


:\ OSir ! O happy Womb that gave me Birth! 


JJ The Imocent Uſurper ;* Or, | 


Weep, Weep no more, unleſs your Eyes ſend forth 
Tears of Rich Joy, more kind than Summer*s Rain, 
Or welcome drops .upon the ſcorching Plain. 

Lift up your Thanks with us, the Heav*ns adore, 
That Happy Gilford is a King no more. : 

Gilf. Shout all for Gladneſs, *twere leſs Sin to Mourn, 
When Joy came to the World, when ſhe was Born 
Sing that this Curſed Charm's unloogd again, 

That I am free, and Jane's no longer Queen, 
Away my Love, the Beams from yonder Throne; 
Are hot and parching as the burning Zone. 

Ja. My Lords, farewel ; divided here from State, 

Gilford and I will make our glad Retreat, 

Quit this high ground, nor dread the Brambly Soy, 

But make it Pleaſant with our Mutual Toyl; 

And tho? you ſec us Poor and Naked driven, 

Like our hrft Parents, from the Groves of Heaven ; 

Say not, alas ! but Act your Queen's Command, 

Guarding as Angels the forbidden Land ; 

And let your Loyalties for ever be, | 

Like Edens Bounds, to part the Throne and Me, [_Exemunt ſeveral, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Pembroke, ſolus. 


Eep Heav*ns, fall Hail and Torrents from the Skye, 
And when yave drein'd the Briney Ocean dry, 

Weep on, and pour the Watery Globe and Night, | 

Onthe World's back, and quench this Orb of Light; 

Or, for a dire preſage of this black Day, 

Throw all your Thunder, ſportive Balls away, 

Till with one horrid Univerſal crack, 

The frighted Earth, and Frame of Nature ſhake 

As from wild Chaos, with one ſtroak *twas born, 

$0- back to nothing let the Maſs return, 


Enter Dutcheſs of Suffolk, 


\, O Dutcheſs ! O thou Curſt and Wretched Mother, | 
' Of all the Virtues of thy Sex in one ! | 
Dutch, What igt you ſay, my Lord! | 
Pemb. O never Weep | 


| 
| 


For 


The Death of the 


Rneel, till your Joints had bor'd into the Marble, 

And worn the Altar Steps away, and pray'd, 

Till Heaven's Bright Book of Mercy wanted Leafs, 

Thy number of Petitions to Record. 

Yet all v7ou'd be 1n vain to Save thy Soul, 

Hadſt thou not brought this Saint into the World. 
Dutch, Alas ! I was not Born to be fo Curſt, 

- To pull down Vengeance, or worſe Death on her. 
Nor Fate, nor Malice too, can be ſo Cruel, -- --- 
To touch her Life. 

Pemb. O Jane { O pretious Light ! 
That thou ſhowdſt be the Off-ſpring of ſach Night * 
Thus to our wonder, Nature often ſhews, 
The Thormalt Brake, may bear the Sweeteſt Roſe. 
The rarcſt Graft, does from the Crab-Tree ſhoor, 
And loathſorſt Soil begets the Richeſt Fruit. 
Wiſe Providence no ſooner did Create, 
One Woman by miſchance, to be Man's Fate, 

| But did another make to Save us ſtraight. 

* © Hcavn! O Hell! To Mankind all, or novght ! 

O deadly Poiſon ! Pretious Antidote ! 

| \ke Vipers, Good and Bad, ye Virtues have, 

To cure the deadly wounds your Fellows gave: 

Dutch, Infult not ore the Frailties of a Woman, 

But for Poor Jane, and for her Siſter's ſake 

That lies in the ſoft Boſom of thy Son ; 

Join all thy Power and Intereſt with the Queen, 

And throw %em with thy ſelf beneath her Feet 

To beg for pitty, *midſt this Fatal Crew, 


Her Father's Life and Hers : She cannot grant you lets, 


That ſnatcht the Crown from her Unlawful Head, 
And put it on her own. 
Pemb, Laſt Night the Queen 
Arriv'd at Greenwich, but Declares by Vow, 
She will not ſee the Town, nor think of Mercy, 
Till all are Sentenc'd, which muſt be this Moraine, 
Soon as the Lords are form'd in t? a Tribunal. 
' Northumberland by Arrundel Attach'd, 
His greateſt Foe, and Poſted back ro Town, 
No | ga. was Diſmounted from his Horſe, 
" But hurried to his Judges in the Hall. 
Dutch. The worlt Severity on him, can nere 
Be thought too Cruel. 
Pemb. See, the Horrid Shew. 


F 


Lady Jane Gray 
For ſhowdſt thou drown the World in Penitence, | > - 
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Lady Jane, Gilford, Northumberland, with three of bis 
; &i the Marqueſs of Northampton, and ſeveral other Prifonces 
Quality, paſs over the Stage Guarded, as to their Tryals, in a Solmen 
Manner, | 


- Behold ! and if thou haſt, nor Eyes, nor Daggers, 

To penetrate within thy Marble Heart, 

View here a ſight wou'd Morttfie the Friends, 

Theſe thy own Bowels, which th? Inhumane hands, 
Have torn from thence, and hurPd to Execution ; | 
Thy Husband, Daughter, Son in Law, Gilford ' 
The Marqueſs of Northampton, with his Friends 
The Wretched Dudly too ! O pitious Object ! 
With four of his Unhappy Sons Attended, 

In ſad Proceſſion, diſmal Order come. 

Dutch. Ha! Is that Heav*n? and are not thoſe her Followers. 
A Golden Troop of Angels ! «No, they are-notm—— 

W hat does that Fiend Northumberland do with her / 

Pemb. See, how ſhe takes her Gilford by the Hand, 
Smiling upon him, and does ſeem to ſay, 

*Tis a more welcome Coronation Day. 

O Bleſt and Happy Train ! In following her, 
Your Crimes are all Atton'dfor, and Forgiven, 
Thus led by her, you needs muſt go to Heaven. 

Dutch, Ha ! 

Pemb. Behold the Spoils of thy Luxurious Pride / 
The Trophies of thy Female fierce Ambition / 
© Woman / -Born to.put the Sin in thought, 
Which your firſt Mother and the Devil got; 

Leſt Heavn in Mercy ſhow'd forget the Stain, 
And call the Curſe on Mankind back again. 

Dutch, Where are they gone ? 

Pemb. To Hel}, where ſhowd Northumberland be gone ! 
To ſuffer for the Sin that thou haſt taught *em ; 

For thy Ambition, to be ſcourg'd with Scepters, 
With red hot Crowns their Temples to be fear*d, 
And burning Globes be hurPd. about their Ears, 

Like Tenniz Balls, to make the Devils ſport. 

Dutch, Ha ! Have I found thee "6%, vw L 
Go, Preach Damnation to thy Curſed Tribe ; 

Ple hear no more ſuch Dodrine.. 

Pemb, How ſhe ſtares / | 
Gow wild ſhe talks ! Heav*ns ? I have done amiſs. | 
This Sight and Apprehenſion of my words, | 
Have turd her Wits. - . | 


Dutc",. What ſay'lt thou, Hypocaite ? SS 
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I find thee now, thou art a Puritan, |*- 
A Pulpit Devil ; I know thee by thy Cant, 
And thy Geneva 1 one, thy Cap and Night-Cap. 
Pemb. Hell ! 
Dutch. Ple not to Hell ; Hell is a Commonwealth, 
A Parliament of Rebels, | 
Pemb. Madam, reſume your Wiſe Couragiovs Temper. 
1 was to blame, and meant not this in earneſt, 
By all my Hopes / Pmeſorry for tPAttempt. __ __ 
Your Daughter's Guardian Angel will Prote her, 
Call hack the Sentence of the Mercilefs Laws, 
And ſtay the Ax from falling on her Head, 
The Queen wall 
Dutch, Queen ! Did you talk of Queens, and Axes, ha / 
Run Slaves, fetch me my Rods and Axes, ſtraight, 
Haſte to the Forum, uſher in your Empreſs ; 
Lead to the Senate, and Proclaim my ing ; 
No they deny me Entrance / Down with the Gates, 
Off with their Hinges ; Seize the Capital, 
Ple make *em know, that I am Ceſar's Daughter. 
Look, how the fearful Rogues in Scarlet crouch ! 
Their trembling Joints, and tottering Sconces ſhake, 
Lixe Heads of Poppy on their quivering Stalks. 
Give me the Crown Northumberland, Ple ſeize it 
Ha! Are you Mute ! And will not Vote me then / 
Where are my Legions ? Pile your Faggots round ; 
Burn this Rebellious Swarm within their Hive, 
And ſct the Gawdy Streets of Rome on Fire—— 
O! Nero was a Gallant Prince / 


Enter Gardner with the Great Seal, Attendants. 


Gard, Moſt Noble Lord / Commanded by the Queer, 


I am Commiſſion'd, to make one amongſt 
The Judges of her Crown, the King's Be nchCourt ; 
An Honour, I am Proud of under Pembroke, 
Who is to ſet Chief Juſtice tor the Day. 

Pemb. My Lord of Wrncheſter, and Chancellor, 
This Favour of our Sovereign is Divine, 
Yet not too Great for her we mult Arraign. 
Why have you left the Court of Peers, my Lords - 
How is the Great Mr ee oft £ 
And the Bold Marqueſs on : 

he Both are Condemn'd z but for the Duke of Suffolk, 
The Queen has Pardon'd him before his Tryal. 
Pemb. A Happy Omen ! may-it be the Prologue, 
' p To T NOTE for Merey, to his Daughter. 
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436 The Anat \Uopir; Oo, 
: 6,5 Gard, The Bulinef of this Grand Conſult, was ſhort. | 
The Haughty Duke, who in Proſperity, | 
Towr'd like the King of Birds, ep vyd the Sun, 

Whilſt leſſer Flyers of the lower Region, 

Flagg*d out of fight, and -panted to behold him ; 

Yet now, in his 0 no humble Quarry, 

Daſht from the Pounces of the frightful Hawk, 
Did creep and tremble on the ground ſo vile. 

Pemb, The Nature of an Upſtart, Baſe, and Mean, 

None more Imperious, Lofty, Proud-in-Office ; 


But when Degraded, noue more Cringing, Poor, and Fawn ning, 


. Gard. He offer*d hut a weak Defence, {till Pleading, 
FE hat he 1d Act but by Authority, 
And under the Impreſlion of this Seal. 
His main Exception, was agataſt the Lords, 
Urging they could not be his Lawful Judges, 
By whoſe Commands in Councll he. Proceeded, 
And they with him, Obcy*d the Queen in Power. 
Pemb, A ſtunning Queſtion, that.. 
Gard. ”T was ſoon Reſolv'd 3 this Seal, was prov'd to hc 
The Seal of an Uſurper, no;more Lawful, 
Than any RebePs putting on a Crown, 
Makes a True King Then tor the Lords, 
Wor'd you have all the Council Puniſtd tor 
'The Treaſon of this foul Rebellious Duke, 
That one Man's curſt Ambition drew ?em to 
That were a Cruel Decimation, \worſe 
Than the moſt Barbarous Juſtice of Old Rowe, 
'Vhe Innoceat to ſuffer with the Guilty, 
As there, perhaps, the Valiant with the Coward. 
Pemb. Then my. Lord, 
For all theſe ftrong Exceptions of the Duke, . 
Since no Attaigder was againlt the Peers, 
H1s Brethren in Guilt, they by our Laws, 
Were held as equal Judges as the belt. 
Gard, They were Fle wait on yon, amy Lord, 


As they are going out, Suffolk meets them, and Jane, and Gilford, at 


at another Door, as going to their Tryals, 


Gard, My Lord of Suffalk, wou'd. you ought with us ? 
7a. Alas, my Father ! 


Pemb. What wow'd your Grace? . The Court does ſtay, my Lord. 


Suff. If you want Woe, to ſet.the nicelt touch, 
And Maſter ſtroak of Sorxow on.this Wane - 
To make this ſad Tribunal more; 


And ſolemo, than the laſs, parka D 
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Pemb. Wow'd you ave any thing that we can grant you ? / 
Suff | run to you for ſhelter from my Griefs; 's 

But find I muſt deſpair to meet it here. 

Such Storms of Mitery have ſhook our Houſe, 

The Pillars of it crack beneath the weight; 

And I am only left to tell the Story. 

Ambitious Fires have ſear*d ns to the Bone, 

Like Lightning pier©d, and made its fatal way 

lnto the inmoſt Cloſets of the Mind; © © — 
Gard. My Lord | 
Suff. The wretched Mother of that woful Daughter, 

The Wife of this Inhumane Flinty Boſom 

Is grown Diſtracted by a furious Grief, 

Her Sence dug up, and rooted like a Mine, 

Scourg?d by her Tyrant Sorrow from its Throne, 

And, like a Fury, driven about its Houſe. 

Alas! ſhe's mad. 

Ja. What ſaid my Lord ? What mm my Father ? 
Suff. Mad as the raging Billows of the Sea, 

The bated Panther, or Nemean Lyon ; 

Or as the Tyeger in his ſearch of Prey, 

When cruel Appetite had whet his Fury. 

Fa. Juſt Heav'n! theſe are beginnings of the Treat 

That ware invited to partake Ore long. 

Sf. O thou beſt Child of all thy tender Sex ! 

Thou San&wary of Innocence ! Let me adore thee: 

[t was not long fince theſe Ambitious Arms 

Took thee by force, faſt bound thee to the Throne, 

And put the Crown with Threatnings on thy Head ; 

For which, my Lords, lift up your awful hands, 

And with your Sword of Juſtice cut *em off. 

Theſe Knees, the vile Examples to the Croud, 

That taught %em firſt to bow to my Ambition, 
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Let *em do Pennance thus, and kneel for ever, [Kr 


Ja. What means my Lord! I did not think to ſtain 
My haughty and couragious Innocence 
With the leaſt drop; but this alas, has wrack*d me. 
My Father's Woes, and Mother's dreadful Story 
Has rung a Torrent from my bleding Eyes,. 
With fiercer pain than Vitals from my Heart : 
© beſt of Fathers! wou'd you bleſs me, riſe, 
This is the worſt of all Idolatries. 

Gard. My Lord of Pembrook, ſee-the Court expetts us, 
« Stay, ſtay, you eager Miniſters of Fate ! 
In whoſe one hand is Life, the other Death. 

Pemb. My Lord, what mean you ?” - 
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33 The Innocent Uſurper z Or, 
A guilty Father kneeling to his Daughter ? 

Gard. . You a&t againſt the Juſtice of our Place, 
We dare nor hear, nor ſuffer this, my Lord ; 
You muſt remove from hence till Sentence given. 

7a. Riſe, O my Father ! Gilford, lend thy hand, 
This poſture does infe& our Innocent Blood, 

And makes me guilty of the ſhame I ſuffer. 

Pemb. My Lord, we muſt deſire you to depart, 
Or elſe deſiſt, and leave us to our Duty, 

Suff. Firſt, hear me, Lords, your Breath is as the Gods, | 
As is the voice of Heav*n, pronouncing Juſtice, 
Let not grim Statutes, nor the Judges ſway you. 
Your Breaſts are Oracles, and your Decrees 
Inevitable Acts without Appeal. 

Gard. This is ſo great a Fact againſt the Laws, 
Such Boldneſs to obitru& the courſe of Juſtice 
We bluſh to hear, therefore, my Lord, be gone. 

Suff. What tho? the Law has ſiPd her an Uſurper, 
Turn your Eyes inward, probe *em to your hearts, 
Your Conſciences, from whom is no Appeal : 

Know that your ſelves, the Judges, and the Lords 

Gave both your Votes, your Threatnings, and your Prayers 

To ſet this Innocent againſt her Will 

Upon the Throne, for which ſhes now Arraign'd, 

And for your faults muſt ſuffer as a Martyr. 
Pemb, My Lord 
Suff. Yet, yet permit me. 

Hold you that favour from a Duke, which you 

Allow your common Proſtitutes of Law ? 

A mouth ſtufft with the Frazes of his Client, 

Suffer an Advocate to rail for Gain, 

A Lawyer for his Fee, and will not hear 

A wretched Father for his Daughter plead ! 

Gard, You Preach to Rocks, and howl unto the Seas 

Ware deaf as they, to what we dare not hear. / 

You mult obey the DiQtates of the Law ; | 

And fo farewell. LExennt Pemb.' and Gard. 

Suff. Go then, but take a Fathers Curſe along ; 

A wretched Father, blaſt of all his lſſhe. 

May you like me deſpairing live, like me 

See all your Children Slaughter*d-in your ſight, 

And when you come to die; (conſent to*t Heav'n 4) 

It you, to ſave your ſelves, condemn this Saint, 

May your black Souls on Blaſphemy take Wings, | 

An meet your juſt Rewards, like Fiends in Hell | 

= LEE o- 

Suff. Weep nat, thoy drovy 1 thou mou: 
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Bright as a Cherubim thou ſhalt deſcend, ' "?. » 
Or like a Planet gayer than the Sun, # 
Sit with the awfull Judge of all the World, 
At the laſt day, Arraign %em at the Bar 
Of Heav*n, and plunge them into Fires for this. 
ane 
7a. Sir! O Father ! 
. O Son ! O Daughter of my Bowels ! 
I bode theſe Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more. 
Far as from Earth to the Immortal Dwelling, __ 
This Moment parts thee from thy Wretched Father. 
Stain not with Tears th? Injuſtice, nor thy Wrongs, 
But let the Task of Weeping all be mine. 
Ja. This is a Tryal harder to be born 
Than that we go to meet with. 
Suff. Hadſt thou been ſet by Tygers in the Deſart, 
I cov'd have charm'd *em-ſooner than thy Judges; 
Or hadſt been rack*d upon the milder Ocean, 
I cowd have ſwam, 4 thee o'er the Billows ; 
Immur'd with fires, I cou'd have fnatch'd thee thus, 
And held-thy Body in theſe Arms unſcorchl”d, 
PulPd thee from forth the Jaws of Plagues and Famine ; 
But from inexorable Laws and Judges 
| cannot. 
Ja. Blame not the Laws, nor mitigate my Crime, 
But b!z the Queen that ſav*d my. Father's life, 
Speak Comfort to my Mother, and be Loyal——— 
Farewell. 
Sff. Be Loyal ! What a Parodox is that ! 
Can Suffolk Loyal be when thou art ſlain! 
Preach Loyalty to Lucifer that fell 
To Tygers that are rob'd, to Fiends in Hell, c 
But not to me, my Child. A long Farewell. 


Scence draws and diſcyvers Pembrook, Gardner, Judges, Officers, 
and all Formakties of the Court. 


CEx. Suff, 


Pemb, My Lord Chief Juſtice, and my Lords the Judges, 
[ am not ignorant that this great Seſſion, 
is the moſt prime Prerogative of the Crown, 
The higheſt and moſt awful Seat of Juſtice, 
And that the Queen preſides in Perſon here 
Above all other Courts. 

Gard. Room for the Lady; make the Priſoners way. 

Pemb. Molt Virtuous Lady, we intreat-you fit. _ 

Ja. My Lord, you might have ſpar'd the Kile of Victuous 3 
I fits that Title on Delinquents Brows 3. 


Ay 4x 
% M — 
*XE. SE; 
£3 E py 4 
v; oy ; © - 
© S 4* ; 
Wy 4 Ts / 
b . % + . 
Ap, l 
4+ i 
LES: 2 41 i 
+ < 
| 4>- C 
+ | , 
7 4 
+*L® 4 
O36 7 : 
7 
P - PF 
bi 
-W; 


We come to be Arraigntd by Nees” 
Gard. Now, pray proceed, my Lord. 
' Pemb. 1 come not here to alter: "uy Rules; 
Neither to att in favour, nor 
The Noble Priſoners now to be Arraign d; 
Nor that the Queen ſuf; your Truſt, my Lords. 
But know, moſt equal Judges of the Land, 
This mo} unfortunate, this Princely Lady 
Whom are to try, beſides her Godlike Parts, 
Snch rare and vaſt Endowments of her Mind, 
W hich far excel all Paterns of her $2x | 
That ever went before her ; likewiſe is | 
Of ſuch high Birth, and of a Line ſo Sacred, | 
That the bright Beams proceeding from the Sun | 
Come not more near to the Imperial | 
That guilds the World, than ſhe is to Royal Fountain. | 
Yet io ſevere, fo ſtraiten'd are our Laws, | 
She cannot claim the Priviledge of her Po, Peers, 
W hich ſome this day, though far beneath her Perſon, | 
In right of Blood, and Virtues are allow?d. | 
Gard, Firſt, let a Chair be brought. EA | 
Pemb. We beg, you wouv'd fit down. | | 
78. Show'd I a Criminal, fit down before | 
My immortal Judge above, aud Judges here ? 
Yet think not, Noble Lerds, I hither come 
Before my Mind had form'd within it ſelf | 
The fierceſt, grim Idea of your Juſtice, 
Which &re a Mortal Guilt cou'd pull from Heav*n 
Nor think I can be frighted with your Fortns, 
Tho? all your Scarlct Robes ſhot Flames of Fire, 
And all your words were Parthian Darts to hit me ; 
In my uncafie Pomp I felt the dread, 
And when the fatal Crown was on my Head, | 
This Shew was in my Heart. 
Gilf. Go on, and ſtrike your Thunder through our Ears, 
Shoot all your Barbarous Terms of frightful Laws ; 
Paint to our Eyes, the Monſtrous Shapes of Judgment 
Look terrible as executing Angels, | 
And for your ſimple Sword, bg + us more, 
Produce Jour whole Artillery © Juſtice, | 
Pl bear *em all, and if I chance to faint, 
Steal but a look from hence, and&'T am heaPd. 
Gard. Proceed in calling Witneſles. 


Pemb, Stay ve me firſt Charge 
*Tis the Queer” $ rr you oY eo Arraign? a, Noble Lady 2 


| 


Not as vile: 


With one hand enki th y Cot 


» 


And with the other lifted up to Heav'n, 
She cry*d alas! and then ſome Tears that fell 
Stopp'd for a while the reſt ſhe had to ſay. 

I give thee this not to be Slave to Statutes, 
But curb the rigid Law; be merci 

Let Royal Pity Seal thy tender Breaſt, 


And if thou wcepſt, ſay *twas thy Queen that taught thee. 


The form of your Indi&tment you have heard, 

PI only then repeat the-ſabſtance to you. 

Gard. Moſt Worthy Gentlemen that are the Jury, 

Caſt your eyes on the Priſoners at the Bar, 

And hear my Lord pronounce their mighty Charge. 
Pemb. Madam, and you, my Lord, are both Indicted 

As falſe and Perjur'd Traytors to the Queen ——— 

Q that thoſe Syllables 

Were Poiſon to the Tongue from whence they flow'd, 

Fer [had breath to utter ſuch a ſound. 

That you, I fay, contrived and levy'd War 

Azainlt our Soveraign Lady now the Queen, 

And both together T rayteroully depog'd, 

WW hilt, Madam, you Uſurp'd the Royal Throne 

Of England, and Proclain'd your ſelf its Queen, 

Your True and Lawful Soveraign then alive, 

And this I think's the Subſtance of your Charge ; 

To which you both muſt plead, and now be Try'd. 
Gard, What ſay you ? are you Guilty, or not Guilty ? 
Gif. My Lord, to this Indictment at the Bar, 

As to Depoling of the Queen, to kill her, 

And our repeating Murders in her Kingdoms, 

To the malitious words as they are laid, 

We ſay we are not guilty ; yet intend © 

No Plea in Bar of Juſtice ; for the Angels 

Are not more clear from the vile fin of Devils, 

Than were our Souls from ſuch a black Deſign. 

But now, my Lord, to cut this t@lious Loom, 

That elfe wov's be too long a winding up, 

And make the cauſe but ſhort ; 

To ſpare your florid Council in the Laws, 
Their hoard of Eloquence for time of need, 
To let %*em fall like Torrents on the Heads 
Of ſturdy Malefactors at the Bar ; 

As to tl? Offence, the Treaſon of the mind, 

* We ſtill perſiſt, and plead our Innocence, 
But to the Fact on which the Law takes hold, 
' We ſay ware Guilty. @y | 

Pemb. Ha ! Gilford ! Lady! think on what you fay. 
4, Garde You ſay yare Guilty both ? 

We G 
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$2 'T he Thnocent Ofarper ; Or, 
' © Pemb, For Heav®ns ſake, pray, fy Loid——— 
Fa, Gilf. We are both Guilty. | 
Pemb. Seas and vaſt Monntains fall upon my head | 
Rather than this be real. See, O Jane! : 
Thy Judge deſcending from his Throne of Juſtice, 
Both Sword and Scales he throws beneath thy Feet, 
His Life to boot to ſave thy drop of Blood. 
Conſider what thou ſay*lt. 
Gilf. Ja. We both are Guilty. 
'  Pemb. O Gilford ! ſay*t not for a Kingdom. | 
Gard, Record their Plea, and this their bold Confeſſion, | 
They've own'd the Charge, and you mult find *em guilty. | 
Gilf. Pronounce our Doom, why d'ye delay our Senteace'? 
Pemb. © Pattern of the brighteſt Saint in Heav*n ! | 
Recxll that word, the Terror of which ſound 
Has ſtruck thy Judges with a Mortal Wonder; 
We had a thouſand hopes to ſave thy life, 
But now, alas ! have none. | 
Gard. Madam, and you, my Lord, are both convicted, | 
And you muſt now prepare to hear your Sentence ; | 
If you have any thing to ſay againſt it, 
Or why it ſhould not paſs, the Conrt will hear you. 
Ja. What can I fay ? to beg my Life I will nor, 
Gard, Then hear the Conrt—My Lord, pronounce. | 
Ja, A word, my Lords. | 
My Lord of Pembrook, you are our Relation, 
The Queen owes to your Loyalty and Virtue 
All that ſhe has, the Baniſhment of Treaſon, 
And this moſt welcome and applauded Juſtice. 
You, my Lord Chancellor, are Wife and Juſt, 
With Pity that adorns your Pious Function, 
And you, my Lords the Judges, read in Statutes, 
Learn'd in the Laws, and Cuſtoms of the Nation. | 
Behold this Noble Youth, ungone bf me, | 
This goodly Flower, nipp'd in itWender growth | 
By me a Poyſonous Yew; a fatal Blaſt ! 
I do not ſue to bar your welcome Juſtice, 
To take my life out of the Scale, but his : 
Commend him as an Objet to the Queen, 
As ſhe wow'd ſpare a Child that's to be born, 
Whoſe Parent had like me committed Treaſon, 
The thoughtleſs Infant ſleeping in the Womb. 
 Pemb, Madam, well faithfully obey your Pleafure, 
And hope the Queen as readily will grant. | 
Gilf. Hear her not, awful Judges ! noble Pembrook ! | 
But let your Godlike Juſtice ſtrike th* Offender; 
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By me ſhe's here, by my Ambition err'd, | * * 
And when the Nation all combin'd to force her.- 
You all can witneſs how ſhe bore tl Aſlault, r 
Stood hke the Capitol, Beliegd by Gauls, 

Whilſt the whole Roman Empire was at Stake ; 


And when nor Prayers, nor Tears, nor Threats cow'd move her, 


Her Parents danger, nor my Love fo priz'd ; 
Till ſhe beheld a Weapon at this , 
She ſtood impregnable to all thoſe Batteries, 
And then at laſt did ſuffer to'be dragg'd, -- — 
More like a MalefaQtor in a Sledge, 
Than in a gawdy Chariot, to be Crown'd. 
This ſay, and tell the Queen I was the Traytor. 
Pemb. Madam, there's nothing then remains, 
But oh! the hardeſt Task for me to do 
That ever Heart, not made of Steel, cowd think, 
Or ever Tongue relate, which is your Sentence, 
And which the Law provides for fuch Offences. | 
Ja. Look on me, Gilford, with thoſe healing Eyes ; | 
While ware together, well devour our Woes, 
And Miferies ſhall ” _— oy : 
Our parting Liv eck*d out wi y Love. 
Prae in > name of Heav'n, my Lord. 
Pemb. Riſe then with me-——=-O ghaſtly Audience, hear ! 
Start up like Spirits in Shrouds, or Statues mute, 
Not the leaſt Sence or Motion that you live, 
Nor tatal ſign of Pulſe or Breath appear, 
Nor Lips be curſt ro ſay Amen, but mine ; 
But with that awful filence, pale, and fix'd, 
As you wou'd hearken to the World's great Doom, 
Ja. My Lord, you are £09 pitiful 
Pemb. And when you ſee me ready to pronounce, 
Wiſh that this Breath were Poyſon to infect yor, 
Theſe weeping Eyes were threatning. Comets, rather 
Theſe Tears a Deluge that would drown the World. 
But oh ! I am condemn'd to ſpeak ; and when 
Hereafter you'd relate a Tale that's fad, 
Remember this unhappy Pair, remember 
Poor Pembyook thus afflicted as he 1s : 
Pronouncing their unwilling Sentence, which 
Is this, and this the Court awards. 

Gilf. What is it? quick, pronounce; ſee, we are guarded, 
Thus hand in hand, while ware intrenc'd with Love, 
Each gallant Courage is the others Armour. 

Pemb. You both are to be carry*d from this Bar L 
- Unto the Priſon, or Flace from Waguee youcame, 
ils 2 
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44 The Innocent Uſurper ; Or, 
From whence y/are to be drawn upon two Hurdles 
Unto the common place of Execution 
Where you, my Lord, mult by the Neck be hang?d, 
Cut down alive, and, in the ſight of all, 
Your Bowels.pulPd out, and burnt before your Face, 
Your Head firſt to be ſever*d from ygur Body, 
And' Body then divided into Quarters, | 
Which are to be diſpog'd of by the Queen=— 
But,| Madam, out of Reverence to your Sex, 
And for diſtinctions ſake and Modeſty, 
Your Body muſt be compaſgd round with Faggots, 
And! there be faſten*d'to a Stake, and burnt : 
Andiſo, kind Heav?n have Mercy on your Souls. | 
| [Scene draws: Fxeunt onnes preter Jane, Giltord,| and Guards, 
74. Come to the faithful Partner of thy Bed, | 
To all thy Wiſhes and thy Sorrows wed. | 
Thou Joy ! thou Pain ! thou Comfort! and thon Grief ! | 
Fear/of my Heart !. and Pleaſure of my Life ! ". 
How long ſhall we be toſt by ev'ry Breath, 
From Courts to Priſons, and from Priſons to Death ! 
Gilf. Where mult theſe Halberts lead us? to the Tower ? 
Our /Pungeon now that was onr Nuptial Bower. 
So fell the Angels that did fo aſpire, | 
As I am puniſt'd'for ſo raſh delire, | 
Ta think there ſo much happineſs can?d be 
On Earth, to be polleſfd of Crowns, and Thee. 
7a. Sweet Harmony of Life, juſt Muſick flows 
From Souls, and {trints, by ſtops, that interpoſe ; 
Always intranc'd, is never to he bleſt, 
Hunger delights, bnt Sorfeits ſpoil the Taſte. 
Love were not Love, nor wow'd yon Heav*n be dear, 
If ever, we enjoy*d fuch Raptures here. 
Gilf. Sure never Pair were born by Fate ſo ſoon 
To kiſs the Sun, then driv?n ſo quickly down, 
Shot like a pond*rous Weight, that from the Sky 
With greater force does to the Center fly. 
Marry*d and Crown'd, injoy*d the Nuptial Bed, 
Convicted, and to Execution led; 
King, Queen, and nothing; all before the Sun 
Had twenty of its daily Courſes run. | 
Ja. Behold us here, thus toſt, thus driv?n, thns hurPd, 
Gilford. and I be warnings to the World; 
For popular Applauſe, and falſg Renown 
_ but a.barren LF a Crown. 
rally Uſurper with no Right but theſe | 
Rudes like a Ship unballaſt on the Seas 3 


— 
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Flatter'd with gentle Winds, does proudly Sail ; 
But when the Billows rage, and Storms prevail, 

Her glorious Bulk too empty for its height, 
The Sea and dreadful Ruin ſwallow ſtraight. [Exeunt Omnes. 


SCT-V,, SCENE 1 


Northumberland ſolus. 


Is 


Curſt Ambition ! fatal to Mankind ; 
BanefulPſt of all the Paſſions of the Mind ! 
Too big for the Foundation, thou muſt fall, 
And coveting too much, doſt hazard all. 
Nameleſs and dead, Poſterity and thee, 
The Branches periſyd with the fatal Tree. 
No Age to' come «hall ſpeak of Dudley's Name, 
Recount his Glories, or his Childrens Fame ; 
The Seeds that I had Sown to Heav*n'to ſhoot, 
Storni'd in a Night, and ſhaken with the Root : 
Yet the Queen's pious to a Miracle, 
Will ſpare thy Life to fave a Soul from Hell. 
Bend ſupple Conſcience, when Life's to be gain'd, 
That may be certain, what's hereafter feign'd; 
We know not what's on th? other ſide the Skreen, 
Behind yon dreadful Curtain to be ſeen. ; 
Turn Prodigal, and let the Husks alone, 
Rome's an Indulgent Mother to her Son. 


Entey Gardner. 


Gard. I come, my Lord, tho? loth, at your Requeſt. 
To ſee a Noble Man in Miſery, 
Northumberland that was ſo great, in Chains, 
Looks like Malitious Triumph in Revenge, 
Of the ill Offices 1 had from him. 
North. For which, my Lord, I kneel to be forgiv*n; 
' And bend with Sorrow lower than my Fortune; 
The frailties of Mankind, wiſe Angels hide. 
Man is but Man, and Heav*ns beſt Grace is Pardon ; 
None can accuſe me, nor defend me better, 
My Lord of Wincheſter had rather be | 
My Confeſſor, than Witneſs to Arraign me, 6 
 _ Gard. Riſe full of Pardon from above, and me; 
| If there be ought within the Miters Power, 
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Or my ſmall Management of State to grant you, 
\Vith Charity and Love, profeſt and real, 
\With vileſt Malice thrown behind my back, 
And worſt of Injuries forgot z PII do't. 

North. 1 wowd forſake this Step-Mother to Truth, 
This wrong Religion of my own Adoption, | 
And fain wouw'd turn to the true Womb that bore me ; 
The Natural Parent of my long loſt Faith, 
But want a Guide, like you, to ſhew the way. 

Gard. W hat ſaid you ? are you real, Noble Duke ! 
The Vault of Heay*n ſhall ring with Hallalujahs, 

And Rome for this, Eternal Anthems ling, 
That you, my Lord, forſake your fatal Error. 

North. By all the Hoſt of Angels that in Choirs 
Reſound the Praiſe of one repenting Sinner, 

I thirſt, I burn, I kneel to be receiv'd 
Into the Boſom of Rome's Faith again. 

Gard. By what ſtrange Miracle wert thou, my Son, 
Snatch'd from that ſtubborn Anvile of Religion 
(Which forg'd ſo many harden'd Hereticks) 
Into the tender mouldings of the Church ? 

North, Tho? ſtill convinced of Rome's Immortal Power, 
Chard with the dazling hopes of being great, 

Feigning what pleasd the Headſtrong Harry belt, 
I, tor ſo mean a price as Favour, fold 

My deareſt Faith, deceit Porn Edward too ; 

And knowing Jane in Zuther*s Hereſie, 

To be more ſtrongly rooted, than to change, 
Ambitious to intail the Crown on Gilford, 

Still own'd my ſelf a zealous Proteſtant. 

But ſince, the Prime of Saints that's now in Heav*n, 
Did once, like me, deny his Lord-on Earth, 

May not I hope, and you pronounce my Pardon ? 

Gard, My Lord, my welcome Son, let me embrace you. 
But are you griev*d for this Apoſtacy ? 
A real Catholick now, and.do, believe 
There is no other Faith on. Earth to ſave.you, 

And are reſolvd to die in that Opiniqn ? 

North. 1 am, and by my Vows and Tears confirm it. 

Gard. O then let me. adopt;thee. | 
UT nt Beſt of Fathers! _ 

e gave me Birth, and launclyd.me to. the World, 
He lent this Frame, but you. amArm to ſteer it. in 
O Pilate of the Soul ! bleſt Guide.to Heav?n ! | 
That with the ſofteſt and the.mi FunRion, 


North, Cou'd I but win my Gilford too in death, 
| To Seal the Roman Faith with Dudley's Blood, 
Then had I all that I can wiſh. 
Gard. O Miracle ! 
That were a Triumph worthy of the Cauſe, 
Mark me, O gallant Duke. 
Bring but young Gilford home to deck Rome's Lawrels, 
And that proud Champion of their Worſhip, Fane ; 
| To make thee happy, and reward thee greatly, 
The Powers of either World ſhall be at ſtrife,  _ 
Pll give thee Heav®n, the Queen ſhall grant thee Life. 
North, Shall they have Mercy too? | 


. 


Gard. Yes, all ſhall live. 
Pll inſtantly about it to the Queen, 
Who ſhall fend Orders to conduct you to %cm. 


Enter Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


Behold falPn Man, the Slaughter of Ambition. 

Pride like a Vulture, tears the lovely Quarry —— 

This Woman once an Angel 1a her Sphere, 

Has now within her Breaſt a greater Hell, 

Than thoſe damn'd Spirits that for her vice o fell. 

Why 1s this Fury let abroad ? | 
Dutch, 1 come to ſeek a Virtuous Prieſt like thee ; 

And that I may be ſure, I hunt by Night, 

Grope in the Dark. | 
Gard. And why by Night ? 

Dutch." O there's a Reaſon for it. 

For 'mind me, Sirs, by Day they are as thick 

As Whales in Forreſts, or as Stars at Noon, 

So thick they croſs the Scent 

Beſides by Day we know not one from Yother, 

They all look grave and wiſe like Thee, and Godly ; 

But then at Midnight, mark me, if I find 

(As *tis a chance, and very rare, my, Lords) 

One on his knees a Faſting and a Praying, 

Then I let looſe my Guard vf Furies on hum, 

That worry him to Death——Pll have no Praying 

Amongſt your Tribe at all, bvt in the Pulpit, 

Nor Faſting, but at Meals——Ha ! what does ail me ! 
Gard. A little ſick of Pride, a Fit o'tt? Mother, 
Dutch. Ha! am 1 troubled then with thy Diſeaſe ? 

P! turn Phyſician firſt, and kill more Bodies, 

Than thou haſt made deſpair, and nwrder'd Souls, 

Say, Reverend Hypocrites, wilt thou teach me ? 


Gard. *Tis like ſhe'd fall to Phylick after cating. 
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{ Dutch, Ha! now you talk of eating, rarely thought. 
Pray, will your Lordſhip ſup with me to Night ? 
Gar a. W hy ? 
Dutch, 1 invite you to a Diſh you love. 
AY Gard. What ivr ? | 
Dutch, It is a fine plump Diocels, | 
Larded with fix fat Parſonages at leaſt, 
Beſides two Biſhopricks of Hereticks, 
Sticking like Gizards to It in Comendam. 
Gard. Malice. and Pride turns Witchcraft ſtraight, or  Madnes, 
This ſickneſs of the Mind ill bodes the Body. 
You are not well, Repent, and think of dying. 
Dutch, 1 will not think of Death this twenty ' 
I am non fifty yet, and find my ſelf 
As gay and young as any of my Daughters. | 
Look I not killing, fit to grace the Park * =[ Looks in ber Pocket-Glajs. 
PII take the Air to Night My Charriot ready, 
Hear me, you Slaves, be ſure I have my Coach. 
W hich the Queen ſaid was finer than' her own. 
Pl] have cight Horſes too, to draw me thither ; 
Six 15 a ſneaking number Fy upon it ; | 
My Chaplain's Wife, that was my Chamber Maid, | 
Has fix, and has not dub'd her Husband yet a Biſhop. | 
Gard, How her Brain ſoars, and her Ambition praunces 
The Aſp has ſtung like Farrantaia. 
Dutch. $o, is my Charriot come ? My Lords, farewell, 
Word you have any Service where Pm going ? 
Gard, Where's that ? | 
4.4 Dutch, PII tell you in your Ear——to Hell, my Lotd : 
{=Kcolve to go and bear me company : 
«. " Flanders Mares are ſomewhat of the heavieſt ; 
"+ But if you pleaſe, Pll go your Lordſhips pace, 
And lay freſh Horſes to be there betimes. | 
Will you, my Lord ? Come, take me by the hand: | [To North. 
Hang creeping in a Sledge, ?tis baſe and vile. 
You that was ſuch a high and towring Falcon, 
And flew at nought but Crowns-—Doſt ſee that Churchinan ? 
The Devil and he are drawing Cuts to have thee. | 
I pity thy Eſtate Prieſt I dehe thee. | 
Gard, How curſt is Madneſs when it turns Prophane ! | 
Dutch. O what a gaudy Kingdom is this Hell ! | 
Courts made of burning Brafs, and dropping Gold, 
Gallants a riding in hot Emrold Coaches, 
Shining like Meteors in the fiery Region, 
With Horſes that have Flames inſtead of Wings, | 
Ladies that ſcorching Planets have for eyes, | 
FreckPd all &er with Carbunchts and Rubies, 
; oy | That 


| 


| 


That glow like Stars, and crackle with the heat. 
There ſumptuous Bagnio's carv*d of Rocky lce, 
Here Ponds of liquid Cryſtal made to bathe in, 
That's colder in degree than Hell is hor. 
Who wow'd not be a Knave to be fo tortur'd ! 
North. Alas, my Lord ! ſhe's pitiful. 
Dutch. Ha ! what a gallant ſmell of Roman, French, 
[Italian Eſſences, and rich Perfumes here are ! 
It overcomes me, and corrects the ſteem 
Of Hell Ha! ha! ha! 
Gard. W hat does ſhe ſee now ? 
Dutch. My Lord Northumberland, does your Grace ſee %em ? 
North. 5c2 whom ? | 
Dutch. Empſon'and Dudley gaping wide as Famine ; 
And two ſtout Fiends with Buckets full of Ore 
Pouring the melted Maſs into their Mouths, 
Which they diſzorge into a Leathern Sack, 
That Richmond laughing out aloud, does hold 
Betwixt %em Ha! ha! ha! [ Excunt. 


Gilford and Jane lying on the Floor aſleep, A Basket of Flowers 
and a Garland, Gilford wakes. 


Gilf. Who calls ! Methought I heard *em cry awake, 

The Ax is ready, and the Scaffold fix'd ; 

For an Immortal Diadem prepare. 

The ſwarming Streets with gazing Crowds are filPd, 

Turrets and Windows, like a Day of Triumph, 

With Tiſſue hung, and cruel Beauties throng'd, 

To ſee us mount the diſmal Throne-of Death. 

Ariſe, my SouPs couragious Guard, my Jane / 

Wake, wake, my Love, thy fatal hour's at hand-—— 

Ha ! how ſhe ſleeps ! 

Such were her looks when in my Arms ſhe ſlepr, 

The happy Morning to our Marriage-Night, 

Thus heav*d her panting Breaſts, and thus ſhe ſmiPd. 

The bubbling Joys born from our eager Kiſſes, 

Like wanton Spirits dancing on her Lips. 

O Virtue moſt Divine ! O form Angellick ! 

How rich a paint is Innocence to Beauty ! 

How calm they ſleep whom Pious Thoughts have lalPd ! 

What charming Stories do they count in Dreams, 

Whoſe Prayers like thine, are Prologue to their Slumbers ! 

Ta. Where is my Love ! where thinFſt thon I have been ? 
Is this the World, and this the Ground we reſt on ? 
And are we yet t 6 Gall et PR IN | 
Gilf. Behold, it thou canſt ow ithin thy mind 
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That diſmal Fall of Waters near to view, 
How, like two Arrows, down the Stream it ſhoots us, 
There we muſt plunge ; for loe they come to fetch us. 
Where haſt thou been ? what did thy Fancy ſhew thee ? 
7a. Methought I ſoftly ſtole from thee away, 
As thou ſafe ſleeping on my Boſom lay, 
And, glad that I had paſ9d grim Death alone, 
Mounted on Pinions that out-flew the Sun ; 
But on the Confines of that Heavenly Race 
A Warlike Angel ſtood to Guard the place, 
The ſame whom Sacred Story ſays to be, 
*T'was Raphael ſure, or one more great than he ; 
Who looking terrible (with this Command) 
A Beamy Garland put into my hand, 
Return, ſaid he, Crown him thou lov'lt moſt dear, 
Without thy Gilford there's no entrance here. 
At that laſt word, I ſtarting back CQ'd fiy 
Swift as a falling Meteor from'the Skie, 
And come to fetch thee on my Cherubs wings, 
Where we will Raign more abſolute than Kings. 
Gilf. Cowdſt thou, alas ! thou Darling of my Heart ! 
Alone to Heav*n without thy Gilford part ? 
Nay, if thy Dreams can foſter ſuch a Crime ; 
No Sleep but Dcath ſhall part vs from this time. 
Like Turtles we have languſtd here in Love, 
And will, like loving Angels, dwell above. 
Ja. Lect me adorn thy Temples, and obey 
The Angels and the Deity's Decree. 
Bchold this Wreath the Beauties of the Field, 
The rareſt Sweets the Bowers of England yield——— 
Now Spring and Paradiſe are on thy Brow, 


And richer Flowers in Eden never grew. 
The ſpotleſs Ram thus Hymers Vidim dies, 
To Love an Off”ring, Death a' Sacrifice. | 
Gilf, Theſe loyely Bloſſoms of the fruitful Year 
Are proud that they thy Beauty's Livery wear. 
1 faw thy hands new mould *em all the night, 
And with thy Fingers turn the Lillies white : 
S2w thee too lift the Garland to thy Head, 
And with a kiſs made every Roſe ſo red. 
Ja. Not Incenſe, nor Arabian Spices ſmell 
So ſweet as does the Breath as here does dwell. 
Grlf. O Paradiſe ! O Virtue moſt Divine ! 
32 whom all Graces with all Beauties ſhine, 
74. Pity my caſe, perhaps, when I ſhall ſee 
This Head without the brought to me, 


[Puts the Garland on bis Head. 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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Theſe Lips that were fo red, then 1 E 
Gasping for Life, that now with Sar = 
No Breath to give thy Harmonious Voice a Tone 
Nor Tongue to tell thy Fane its pitious Moan ; = 
Theſe Eyes, that now my ſhining Planets are, 
Extended, and like angry Meteors glare; 
Theſe Locks my Fingers did ſo often twine, 
With.Sweets of Amber ſtrew, and Jeſlamine, 
Powder'd with Dirt, and matted all with Gore, 
Horrid to view) ſhall ſhine like Gold no more. 
Gilf. The jealous Queen cannot ſo exuel be, - --.. 
But let one Ax, one Moment ſet us free, 
W hilit raking thus our laſt Farewells like this, 
The Blow fhall but divide a parting Kib ; 
Then as the Steel does to the Loadſtone cleave, 
Well meet again, and end the Kiſs we leave. 


Fnter Northumberland Guarded. 


North, All Bleſſings reign on SuffolPs happy Daughter. 
New Springs of Love adorn your Faithful Garlaud : 
Health and long Lite the Queen by Dudly ſends. 

Giif. Are you my Father's Spirit,* or kinder Genius, 
-From the Immortal Region come to chide 
Your Gilferd's and your Daughters long delay ? 

What &er thou art, thus ſhow'd our knees adore thee, 
Or Deity, or Angcl, or as fear'd, my Father! 
Nerth, Riſe Gilford, riſe, I am that Earthly Mould 
From whence my Son receiv'd this Manly Form ; 
l once begot thee on a Beauteous Mother z | 
But. now, like Heaven, without a. Female Aid, 
Have Power to make thee with my Godlike Breath, 
And give thee Life, as in the Womb' again. 
7a. Bleſt Prophet's voice to a geſpatring Sinner, 
Let me again the charming ſound devour: | 
Say, ſhall thy Gilford ? Shall my Husband live? 
Speak quickly with a Parent's Zeal, and tell : 
The welconvſt News that Heav*n can ſend to Jane, 


North. Come, fit we down—l know thou dy'ſt to hears 


But this tranſcends ev*n all thy Womans Longings. 
"Tis Buſineſs of Import I have to lay. 
What cowdfſ/t thou do for this dear pretious Youth 2 
This tender Shoot that longs to grow a Cedar ? 
This Darling of my Blood, and Joy of thine, _ 
Whoſe Soul is wov'n by Fate with both our Souls, 
And in each others Breaſt makes two but one, 
That I may challenge Pardon of war and ſay, 
2 
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92 The Innocent Uſurper ; Or, 
'{ I n&er did greatly ill, but for his ſake | 
What wou'dſt thou do to fave his life, and mine ? 
7a. What wou'd I do! propoſe the ſpeedy way. 
Were I to ſwim the Sea with theſe weak Arms, 
Kind Heav*n ſhow'd lend me Strength to ſtem the Waves, 
And make the Ocean but a narrow Brook. 
Gilf. Quick, quick, my Lord, —_—_ l ask the means, 
What is the Task that ſhe muſt do for this | 
[ fear her life muſt he for mine the Ranſom ; 
If ſo, be dumb as threatning Meteors rather, 
And never word drop from My Father's Tongue 
Of any ſound, tho? *twereito give his Bleſſing-——— 
Hear him not, prithee Jane, 
North, Have hopes, my Boy. 
Yet is th? Adventure hard ; I know twill ſhock you. 
Fa, Quickly diſcloſe it By my hopes you wrack mg 
This Wonder? for I am in pain to know 
What I can grant, and will not fiy to do. 
North. *Tis meet you know how many Lives depend. 
On the leaſt Sentence of your precious Breath, 
And. what a Train of Happineſſes ſpring, 
Or die with this mean Syllable of Ay, 
Or No. 4 
Ja. What muſt I do ? the Day runs on a-pace;, # 
The murmurings of the Crowd, alas, 1 hear, 
And Ratlings of the Sledge approach my Ear. | 
North, Come Gilford, lean thy Head upon her Breafh,. 
And liſten to the pantings of her Heart, | |. 
And tell me how ſhe bears tt ——Thas it is, 
'The Queen requires you but to ſet your Name, 
Nay, for the Ranſom of our Lives conjures you 
To fign this Paper, and to charm you tot, 
Know ?*rwas Indicted by a Man fo juſt, 
W hoſe Life ſtands Candidate with all the Saints 
For Holineſs 'tis but to own thy ſelf———- 
Fa. Is it to own the Blackneſs of ' my Crime ? 
Proteſs that I am Guilty, and deſerve 
The Death that I am doom'd to ſuffer ? Give't me, 
And Pl! ſubſcribe my felf, 1 Fane to be 
The vileſt Traitreſs Heay*n did-ever puniſh, 
North, Pervſe it. 
Wn. -=_ ſeen a Baſſalisk? 
as ſhot tus pointed Venom through my Eyes, 
And numuyd my Body to a Senceleſs Clay — 
O'Gliford ? *tis not .in my Power to ſaye 
Thy; Life, nor mine from Tortures.. 
Gilf.. Ha! what fay'ſt thou }. 
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7a. Judge with thy Eyes if thou canſt bear the Monſter, © -* | © 


Nortb. O Jane ! the loweſt Ebb of time is now. 
Mercy 1s Heaven's Prerogative and thine, 
And this mult be diſpenc'd ; alas! this Moment——— 
Nay, I have more to tell thee——-Gi#ford, hear thoy. 
The Duke, thy tender Father, ſo-belov'd, 
Falling into Conſpiracy with Wyatt, 
Is doom'd to fi with the Fatal Crew—— 
Thy Life, thy Father's Life, if not thy Gilford's. 
Be thoſe the Planets that ſhould bear the Blame. 
Ja. Ha! 
Gilf, The tempting Fiend goes cunningly to work, 
The damning Fruit to our hrit Parent was 
Thus Miniſter'd by her whom moſt he lov'd, 
As this is by a Father. 
Ja. Ay, my Love ! 
Would'ſt thou for ſome few years of Life ? perhaps 
Some days may finiſh what we prize fo dearly ; 
Wouldft thou conſent that I ſhow'd forfeit Heav?n, 
My Spotlels, Innocent, and Boſom Faith, 
Forſake the Truth that was ſa lovd by me, 
And loſe the Joys of Immortality ? X 
Gilf. I know what I wou'd at were I my Jane ; 
Were Gilfords ſafety only in the Ballance. 
O all you Saints that wear Immortal Crowns ! 
® Spirits of Martyrs that bright Angels are ! 
Not Racks, nor Tortures, burning Pincers, Fires, 
Show'd make me leave this Faith the moſt Divine, 
Which adorns thee, and thou haft made to ſhine. 
Fa. O Young ! O Good ! O Youth belov'd of Heava !. 
Gilf. But when I ſee a Father's Agonies, 
Sweating cold Drops with terrour, to behold 
The Heads-man diving in thy Gilford*s Bowels, 
And in the Hearts of four unhappy Brothers 
But oh ! and which is more than all the Lives 
Of all the Sons and Daughters of Mankind, 
Thy precious Life, if that's a Crime to fave ! 
You Heavenly Powers, if then ?tis Sin to change ! 
The Fa& it ſelf won'd from your doom appeal, 
And quaſh Danmmation with the very mention. 
North. Ay, there my Son; do, preſs her, hold her there... 
Fa. What is my Husband Traytor to my Soul ! 
Then I may ſay, as Ceſar did' to Brutus, 
Doſt thou too, Gilford, ſtab me to the Heart ! 


North, Come, proſtrate fall with me-———Lo, at your Feet: 


The Sad and Miſerable Dudiey lies ; 
See on the Ground the Father and the Son, | 


| Thy/ 
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Thy Alusband too that ſhou'd Command thee all, 
And reign the Conq'ring Rival of thy Soul. 
O ſay the word, thou Woman moſt Divine * 
Quick, er they come to fetch thee and my Children, 
Like a dumb Drove with Pantings to the Shambles. 
Firſt they begin with him, and 1n in thy fight, 
Faſten his Manly Body to the Sledge, 
Which n&er was bound before, but ; Io. Arms. 
Then ſee the Villain with a Butcher*s Knite 
Ripping his Bowels open to the Throat, _ 
And tearing thence the Heart, he holds to view, 
That Heart which did fo oft in filent Language 
Whiſper the Story of your Faithial Loves ; 
But now inſenc'd, leaps in the Rufitn's hand, 
And cries more fierce, the Cruelty of Jane. 
Then, then it ſtabs, and &er I come to die, 
Breaks his poor Father's Heart, and all the Standers by. 
Ja. What muſt be done, mult then be done thus Moment. 
The time is ſaddain; but the Gate of Heav®n | 
is caſe to be lock®d, yet hard to open, 
It has a Spring without a Key, which when 
We ſhut too raſhly, we no more can enter 
I am refolv'd 
North, Of what ? 
7a. Not to be chang'd till I am dead, 
Fer all the Blood that's threaten'd to be ſhed, 
Nor for the Crown took lately trom this head. | 
North, Hell ! Scalding Lead ! and Sulphures ! faid*ſt thou ! ha ! 
O Jane ! think, think of the Pains of Death, remember 
Thy tortur'd Father, and the Womb that bore thee, 
Who brought thee not into this Curſed World 
With half the Pangs that thou and they muſt ſuffer. 
7a. No more, 1 have inevitably ſaid. 
North. Fly Gilford, fly, lets vaniſh from her Preſcnce, 
Damnation came from Woman firſt, and ſtill 
The miſchief reigns in her and all the Scx. 
O Woman ! Woman ! falſe as are thy Beaunes ! 
Thou art a Tempting, Fair, Deceitfal Way, 
Leading by ſmooth Degrees to narrow Faltneſs, 
Through which moſt Mortal Men do ſlide to Rue, 
But out of Ruine, none. 
Gulf. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, 
North. Not were the Ax a falling on my Head, 
And ſhe ſhowd cry aloud,” I turn, 1 turns; 
Were there but one Religion in the World, 
*d ſooner die an Atheiſt, and be Damuo'd, 
han be of one Belicf with her. : 


Gil. 
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The Death of the Lady Jane Gray. 
Gilf, Alas ! "th 
North, Since firſt the Serpent tempted Womankind, 
The Snake lies lurking in the Sex*s mind, 
Falſe ! Subtile ! Vain ! to keep your Faiths ſecure, 
There need a thouſand B»lts to bar the Door. 
Without, like gilded Sepulchers, you ſhine, 
But open'd, full of Rottenneſs and Sin. 
At. beſt, who hopes to find a Goddeſs there, 
Is cheated with a Bnbble fraught with Air. 
* Therefore the ſafe retreat of Human Life, -- —- 
Is far from all the Sex, but moſt a Wife 
Gilford, why ſhould we fear worſe pains to feel, 
The Marry*d Wretch has ſure no other Hell. LExit North. 


Enter Pembrook, Gardner attended. 


Gard, | met the Duke, your Victim, led to Death, 
Not as we wiſtd, with Roman Laurels Crown'd, 

Nor with the Viſage of a Conqueror, 
When tis ia your ſole Power ——- 

Ja. My Lord, Rome's Markets neer were counted cheap; 
Which makes me fear (the Purchaſe being ſo great) 
The price is more than my Eitate can pay. 

Gard, O thou whoſe wondrous Mind and Body's bleſt 
With all the parts and Beauties of thy Sex, 

And Excellence of Man ! I come not here 
To wean an Infant, turn a ſpleenful Woman 
To her reſfolv'd and fix*'d Chymera wed 
But to a Judge, who, though a Child in Years, 
Is fit to teach Philoſophy a Rule, 
And tell the Schools they erre. 
Ja. Alas, my Lord ! 
This Flattery beſpeaks you more a Courtier 
Than an Embaſlador from the Court of Heav?n. 
Gard, Yet, Madam, let it not be thought that you 
To cruel Niceneſs ſhould have fuch regard, 
That Fane out of a fſullen Piety——— 
Ja. My Lord, 
You will confeſs that one Divinity, 
One Center moves the Catholick Faith and yours ; 
That wiſe Religious are like Skilfut Pilots, Þ 
May with contrary winds the ſame way ſteer, 
And meet together in one Port art laft. 
Gard. There you come cloſe ; be wiſe, and oh ! come nearer. 
Thea ſince not our Beliefs, but Forms do vary, 
This difference only ſeems *twixt us and you 
Qurs is a nearer Cut, but &er a River, + Ny 
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& * © The Innocent Uſurper : Or, 
+: nd yours a new invented Way through Defarts. | - 
W ho'd then reſuſe to paſs the narrow Water, 

And go vaſt Leagues about for fear of drowning ? 

54. My Lord, I am a Wretch '\condemn'd to die, 

And now am almoſt at my Journey's end. 
Is this a time to tempt me to draw back, 
And tell me [I havt left a nearer way ? Au 

Gard. Yet fave your Life, and all their Lives-— Conſider, 
Say but the word, and this ſhall hold the Ax. 

Ja. Witneſs, you Powers, ſo woven is my Belief, ' 
So one with me, that as my Nurſes Milk 
Infugd its Nouriſhment into my Blood, 

Heav*n did diſtil this Balm into my Sonl : 

Yet had not the Almighty taught me this, 

The Truth to me another Godhead is, 

A Faith that no Apoſtacy endures : 

Nor envy I that conſtancy in yours, 

Far be my hopes, but you in Heay*n may ſhine, 
Live you in yours, and let me die in mine. 

Gard, Then ſince no Preſident' from Time can win you, 

No Arguments Divine, nor Human Wiſdom, 
Nor yet thoſe Wretches Lives your Marble Heart 
Can turn, you drive the Law to take its courſe. 
Ja. Go on, I dare the. utmoſt of your Malice, 
Till with your Cruelty, my Death become, 
What was your Juſtice, Noble Martyrdom, 
I ſee your Plots contriv*d in dark Ca 
Your Leopard Conſciences, and freckPd Souls. 
All your feign'd Zeal, that your great Lord may Raign 
Tyrant of Souls, and Landlord of their Gain. 
Gard. Haſte, lead *em all to Execution ſtraight, 
All that have Names contain*d within this Pardon, 
Her Fooliſh Father, Proud Northumberland, 
And tus three other Sons — Away with *em : 
When that is Acted, as ſhe likes the Shew, 
Let they begin it ! Come, my Lord. [Exeunt Gard, and Pemb 

Ja. Come to me, Gilford, cleave thou to my Breaſt, 

Till as. one Soul, we one lov'd Body grow, 
And equal Pain, and equal Death divide us. 

Gilf. O Fane / 

Ja. What dire thoughts poſſeſs my Love ! 

Gilf. Oh! 

Fa. Breathe thy Immortal Soul with mine at once, 

And let us mount on Wings of Cherubims together. 

Gilf . But &er that. comes, there is a gloomy Vale, 

A Darkneſs worſe than Chaos to be paſYd; 
How ſhall I wander, how go thr the Mzze 


/ 


/ Without thy hand to guide! HS" 
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The Death of the Lady 


Fa. Thou dearer far 


No farther the Nurſe her tender Charge 
She fain wou'd teach to go, watching irs ſteps, 
Beholds it trip; but &er it falls to Ground, 
Catches it thus, and hugs it in her Arms. 

Gilf. Wilt thou ? 

"Ja. Pl overtake thee in that dreadful Vale, 
Hallow aloud, and cry, My Love, where art thon ? 
But Ger my Voice can reach thee, thou ſhalt ſpy 
The Nuptial Beams freſh kindPd in my Eyes, 

To bring me to thee ſtumbling as thou art, - 
And bear my Child away. 

Gilf. Be not fo tender if thou mean'ſt to part. 
Thou giveſt me Kiſſes, and, inſtead of dreining, 
Doſt pour more Ou into my dying Lamp. 


Re-enter Pembrook and Gardner, 
Ja. My Lords, is my unhappy Father dead ? 


Pemb. He is no more. 
I aw the Ax, as Mortal as the Plague, 
In one ſhort ſpace ſweep Families away. 
Northumberland dy*d fullen, and referv'd, 
Made a ſhort Speech, and thea as ſhort a Prayer ; 
Beg*d Pardon of the Queen,” and ſaid he dy'd 
A real Convert to the Church of Rome. 


Ja. Heav*n ſpare his Faults, and Crown hus juſt Intent. 


Gilf. Are they all dead ? 
Pem). "They are. 
But oh ! how pitiful it was to ſee ! 
There lay"the Duke with his three Sons, ſurrounded 
Like a vaſt Oak, its Branches ſpreading wide, 
By ſome huge Storm laid fiat che ground. 
Thy Father's Death, O Jane! fucceeded his. 


if. There wanted me to make the Pamp more awful. 


Pemb. Permit me, oh ! to end this di Tale ; 
For ſure my Tongue was doom'd to tell thee Horrore, 
Thy Mother likewiſe, in a Fit of Frenzie, 

Refawa her Spirit to that milder Re 
Where Souls refine like pureſt Gold drofs. 


enough. [x 6 
Rn, of Adamant, enough. ”% 
Fa. Then our turns next—cgd, which way muſt we follow ? 
And where cammence iis lat Degree of_Mortals ? "EF 
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Janc Gray. 


* Than new born Babes are to their teader Mothers ! 
Fear not, Love PIl truſt thee from thy Janc 
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-- 4457 Since like the firſt of all my Sinful Sex, | 
a | Lyrrought wy deareſt Hatapdto Ws Fl, ts 
'Tis juſt I lead the way to Puniſhment. 
Gilf. By that kind Gmpathizing Sun, who, to, 
Avoid the diſmal Obje& of thy Death, 
Is now retir'd behind yon: Cloud to mourn, 
| I ſwear thou ſhalt not—By our Loves, I'charih thee ; 
If &er thou wert Obedient, or had Virtue, ' 
Let me dic firſt Cruel, Hard-hearted Fane / 
- If thou deny*ſt me this. | 
. Fa. Thou art my Lord. 
Gilf. Come, bring me to your Shambles——Where's my Death ? 
Gard. Draw then that Curtam.' 
Ja. O hear the tender voice of Pity cry. 
Do not diſcloſe that dreadful Scene of Horror, 
But lead my Love ſome other way. 
Pemb. Do fo. p 
Giif, O Jane ! | 
That precious Purple neareſt to my Heart. 
21452 In whoſe pure Stream the Soul imbalm'*d does Lie, 
['s not-ſo hugg*d within my Breaſt as thou; | 
Yet we mult part For lo, the Fights prepar'd, 
And Honour calls me to begin the Charge. 
Remember, , Fanco——— 
7a. Courage, Heroick Glford: ! 
Face but this Tyrant of the World a Moment, 
Fhen ſee thy Fane her ſelf ſhall quickly come, 
And bring thee Succors from the Camp of Love, 
Shall chace-grim Death and all its Fears away. 
Farewell, | | 
Gilf. O Dart ! there is no Armour againſt thee, | 
Darkneſs and Death attends it on a Coddain, | | 
O Star! O Planet of my Life ? Farewell. | 
Ja. No more -Farewell. | [4 | 
| 


. Gilf. When this tempeſtuous Blaſt | go to meet, 
Has blown my glimmering Flame of Life quite our, 
© haſte thou Brightneſs, to'relume my Torch. ' - 

Ja. Our Loves bright Tapers ner ſhall be extinguiſh'd; 
'This parting's but the Door that's ſhut berween us, | 
But when. that's o*er, and Death has broke the Bars, | 
Wei mingle and unite our Beams together. | 


E.cz endleſs filence now, like Seas, divide us ; 
Thy Lips. end all their Charms in this laſt Ki, 
"7 And lock thy Speech for ever in my Baſom, --. 
|. _  , .-Gilf, AStghorGroan be calPd a Word) - 
* ©. * Hands, Eyes, and Hears conclode my-Mouraful 
borthy Commands, like Death, have-charnrd my 
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P33 Pemb, Fn now, age Lord! 24% 
Wants this the Virtue to extra& your Pity ! 
Fd My Eyes are too big loaded to be hid. TERY 
Were Bonner in thy @ wou'd have wept, 
Yet ſave his Life and thine, 
bg Gard. Lead him away 3 tho? ſtubborn as ſhe is, 
We will have Pity on tus Youth, my. Lord. 
' Some Reverend Prelate of the Faith be by, 
+ Invoke the Saints, ſay Mattins for his Soul, 
And ſprinkle him with Pardon. 
7a, Courage, my Giford;-ſhut thy-Eyes and Ears ; 
Be Blind and Deaf to all their Tricks and Prayers; 
Let not one Superſtitious Drop remain, 
But with thy Tears waſh off the Briniſh ſain. 
Whilſt they their Pitnre-Gods invoke to hear, 
Call thou on Luther, Cranmer, Latimer ; 
One Syllable of theirs ſhall aid thee more, 
Than all the thouſand Saints that they adore. 
Gard, Away with tum. 
Gilf. O Fane ! | 
Ja. Turn, turn, my Gilford, one. laſt, look again. 
Expand thy longi ing Arms, *tis not in vain, 
And take my WW iſhes, though deny'd thy Fane. 
LEx# Gilford to Execution. 
Pemb. Unhappy Pair ! O Innocent Uſurper ! 
Fa. Dry up thoſe Tears, and now with Joy prepare 
To do your laſt kind Office to your Miſtreſs. 
When 1 am dedd, and laid > the Scaſfold, 
Protect, I pray, theſe Limbs fron Shame, 
See not in Death their Innocence expos'd, 
. . That when alive, had awful Modeſty 
To Guard %em Here, receive this Scarf; EC OITOR 
It way my Maiden-Preſent to ny Gilford ; 
In it I wrought the Tale of Iphegenia 
(A Fatal Omen of this Fatal Day) 
Doomyd by her Cruel Parent to be Slain. 
In _ when th? Ax has done its welcome Office, 
ure you wrap my Hushan@s Head, and with it 
This Head that's to be Sacrific'd t to Peace. 
Now 1 am ready. 


Scexe draws, and diſcovers Gilford and the reſt lying upon it bebeaded, 


. Is chea this. P ed Horroux. 
.So talk'd Et ee ek, 
So quickly o Or !—— Þ Come, bring me to the Teſt—— 
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